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Of manners gentle, of atfections mild; 

In wit a man, ſimplicity a child : 

With native humour temp'ring virtuous tage; 

Form'd to delight at once, and laſh the age: 

Above temptation in alow eftate, 

And uncorrupted ev'n amongſt the great: 

A ſafe companion, and an eaſy friend; 

Unblam'd thro? life, lamented in thy end: 

Theſe are thy honours POPE. 
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Fatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 
And ſooth'd my haraſs'd mind with ſweet repoſe; 
Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 
Inſpire the Iylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 
My Muſe ſha!l rove thro” flow'ry meady and plains, 
And deck with Rural Sports her native ſtrains, 
And the ſame road ambitiouſly purſue, 
Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain and you. 
: RURAL SPORTS. TO POPE, 
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"EPISTLES. 

TOA LADY. 

Occaſioned by the arrival of her Royal H. ighneſs. 


Mapa, to all your cenſures I ſubmit, 

And frankly own I ſhould long ſince have writ: . 
You told me, ſilence wauld be thought a crime, 
And kindly ſtrove to teafe me into rhyme. | | 
No more let trifling themes your Muſe employ, x 
Nor laviſh verſe to paint a female toy: 

No more on plains with rural damſels ſport, 

But ſing the glories of the Britiſh caurt. 

By your commands and inclination fway'd, | 
I call'd th' unwilling Muſes to my aid; 10 
Reſolv'd to write the noble theme 1 choſe, | 
And to the Princeſs thus the poem roſe.. 

Aid me, bright Phebus! aid, ye ſacred Nine! 
Exalt my genius, and my verſe refine, | 
My ſtrains with Carolina's name I grace, 15 
The lovely parent of our rayal race. 

Breathe ſoſt, ye Winds! ye Waves! in ſilence fleep, 
Let proſp'rous breezes wanton o'er the deep, 
Swell the white ſails, and with the ſtreamers play, 
To watt her gently o'er the wat'ry way. 20 
Here I to Neptune form'd a pompous pray'r, 
To rein the winds and guard the royal fair; 
Bid the blue Tritons ſound their twiſted ſhells, 
And call the Nereids from their pearly cells. 
A ii) 
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Thus my warm zeal had drawn the Muſe along, 0 


Long open panegyrick drags at beſt, $ 
| And praife is only praiſe when well addreſs'd. 30 
| Straight Horace for fome lueky ode | fought, F 
And all along I trac'd him thought by thought : 
This new performance to a friend I ſnow'd; 
For ſhame! ſays he ; what, imitate an ode! 
T*ad rather ballads write, and Grubftreet lays, 35 
Than pillage Cæſar for my patron's praiſe. 
One common fate all imitators ſhare, 
Fo ſave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's ware. 
Vex'd at the charge, I to the flames commit 
Rhymes, ſimilies, Lords' names, and ends of wit; 30 
| In blotted ſtanzas ſcraps of odes expire, 
And fuſtian mounts in pyramids of fire. 
| Ladies! to you I next inſcrib'd my lay, 
| And writ a letter in familiar way; 
| For ſtill impatient till the Princeſs came, 45 
| You from deſcription wiſh'd to know the dame. 
| Each day my pleaſing labour larger grew, 
| For ſtill new graces open'd to my view. 
| Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme, 
| And then I thus purſu'd the growing ſcheme. 
Beauty and wit were ſure by Nature join'd, 
And charms are emanations of the mind; 


Yet knew no method to conduct her ſong; 26 

I then reſolv'd ſome model to purſue, it 
Perus'd French criticks, and began anew, | 
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The ſoul, tranſpiercing thro' the ſhining frame, 

Forms all the graces of the princely dame: | 

Benevolence her converſation guides, 55 

Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye reſides, 

guch harmony upon her tongue is found 

As ſoftens Enyliſk to Italian ſound; 

Yet in thoſe ſounds ſuch fentiments appear 

As charm the judgment, while they ſooth the ear. 60 
Religion's cheerful lame her boſom warms, 

Calms all her hours, and brightens all her charms, 

Henceforth, ye Fair! at chapel mind your pray'rs, 

Nor catch your lovers' eyes with artful airs: 

Reſtrain your looks, kneel more, and whiſper leſs; 

Nor moſt devoutly criticife on dreſs. 66 
From her form all your characters of life, 

The tender mother, and the faithful wife. 

Oft' have I ſeen her little infant train, 

The lovely promiſe of a future reign; 78 

Obſerv'd with pleaſure ev'ry dawning grace, 

And all the mother op'ning in their face: 

The ſon fhall add new honours to the line, 

And early with paternal virtues ſhine. 

When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 75 

His little heart with emulation beats ; 

With conqueſts yet to come his hoſom glows, 

He dreams of triumphs and of vanquiſh'd foes. 

Each year with arts ſhall ſtore his rip'ning brain, 

And from his grandfire he ſhall learn to reign. 30 


EPISTLES. 


Thus far I'ad gone: propitious riſing gaics 


Now bid the ſailor hoiſt the ſwelling ſails. 
Fair Carelina lands; the cannons roar, 


nl White Aldion's cliffs reſound from ſhore to ſhore, 


. Behold the bright original appear; 85 
4 All praiſe is faint when Carolina 's near. 

1 Thus to the nation's joy, but paet's coſt, 

N The Princeſs came, and my new plan was loft, 

1 Since all my ſchemes were baulk'd, my laſt reſort, 
; I left the Muſes to frequent the court: 90 


To one I bow'd, and with another talk'd; 
Inquir'd what news, or ſuch a lady's name, 
And did the next day and the next the fame. 
Places, I found, were daily giv'n away, 
And yet no friendly Gazette mention'd Gay, 
I aſk'd a friend what method to purſue ; 
; He cry'd, I want a place as well as you. 
5 Another aſk'd me, why 1 had not writ ? 
A poet owes his fortune to his wit. 
Straight I reply'd, With what a courtly grace 
Flows eaſy verſe from him that has a place 
j Had Virgil ne'er at court improv'd his ſtrains, 
| He ſtill had ſung of flocks and homely ſwains; 
And had not Horace ſweet preferment found, 
The Roman lyre had never learn'd to found. 
Once ladies fair in homely guiſe 1 ſung, 


Penſive each night, from room to room | walk'd, 
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And with their nameswildwoods and mountains rung. 
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EPISTLES 9 


Oh! teach me now to ſtrike a ſofter ſtrain: 
Ihe court refines the language of the plain. 110 
You muſt, cries one, the miniſtry rehearſe, 
And with each patriot's name prolong your verſe. 
But ſure this truth to poets ſhould be known, 
'T'har praiſing all alike is praiſing none. 
Another told me, if I wiſh'd ſuccefs, 115 
To ſome diſtingutſh'd lord | muſt addreſs; 
Hne whoſe high virtues ſpeak his noble blood, 
One always zealous for his country's good; 
Where valour and ſtrong eloquence unite, 
In council cautions, reſolute in fight; 120 
Whoſe gen'rous temper prompts him to defend, 
And patronize the man that wants a friend. 
You have, t is true, the noble patron ſhown, | 
But I, alas! am to Argyle unknown. 
Still ev'ry one I met in this agreed, 125 
That writing was my method to ſucceed; _ | 
But now preferments ſo poſſeſs'd my brain, 
That ſcarce I could produce a ſingle ſtrain: 
Indeed I ſometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Without connexion, as without defign. 130 
One morn upon the Princeſs this I writ, 
An epigram that boaſts more truth than wit. 
The pomp of titles eafy faith might ſhake, 


She fcorn'd an empire for religion's ſake ; 


For this, on earth the Britiſh crown is givin, 133 
And an immortal crown decrecd in heav'n,”? | 
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Again, while George's virtues rais'd my thought, 
The following lines prophetick Fancy wrought. 
*« Methinks | ſee ſome bard, whoſe heav'nly rage 


Shall riſe in ſong, and warm a future age; 140 


Look back thro” time, and rapt in wonder, trace 
The glorious ſeries of the Brunſwick race. 
From the firſt George theſe godlike kings deſcend, 

A line which only with the world ſhall end. 

The nett a gen'rous prince renown'd in arms, 135 
And bleſs'd, long bleſs d, in Carolina's charms; 
From theſe the reſt. Tis thus ſecure in peace 

We plough the fields; and reap the year's increaſe : 
Now Commerce, wealthy goddeſs, rears her head, 
And bids Britannia's fleets their canvaſs ſpread; 150 
Unnumber'd ſhips the peopled occan hide, 

And wealth returns with each revolving tide.” 
Here paus'd the ſullen Muſe; in haſte 1 dreſs'd, 
And thro' the crowd of needy courtiers prels'd : 
Tho' unſucceſsful, happy whilſt I fee 


"Thoſe eyes that glad a nation ſhine on me. 156 
To the Right Honourable 
THE EARL OF BURLINGTON. 
A journey to Exeter, | 


Wouirs you, my Lord, bid ſtately piles aſcend, 
Or in your Chiſwick bow'rs enjoy your friend, 

Where Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
The purple vine, blue plum, and bluſhing peach, 
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EPISTLES. 11 


journey far—You knew fat bards might tire, 3 

And, mounted, ſent me forth your truſty Squire. 
Twas on the day that City dames repair 

To take their weekly doſe of Hide-Park air, 

When forth we trot ; no catts the road infeſt, 

For ſtill on Sundays country horſes reſt. - 10 

Thy gardens, Kenſington] we leave unſeen, 

Thro' Hammerſmith jog on to Turnham- green; 

That Turnham- green which dainty pigeons fed, 

But feeds no more; for Solomon * is dead. 

Three daſty miles reach Brentford's tedious town, 15 

For dirty ſtreets and white-legg'd chickens known; 

Ihence o'er wide ſhrubby heaths and furrow'd lanes, 

We come, where Thames divides the meads of Staines, 

We ferry'd o'er for late the winter's flood 

Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 20 

Prepar'd for war, now Bagſhot-Heath we croſs, 

Where broken gameſters oft” repair their loſs, 

At Hartley-Row the foaming bit we preſt, 

While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry gueſt, 

Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crown'd, 23 

Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at ev'ry round, 

Relates the Juſtices' late meeting there, 

How many bottles drank, and what their cheer ; 

What lords had been his gueſts in days of yore, 

And prais'd their wiſdom much, their drinking more. 
Let travellers the morning vigils keep ; 31 

The morning roſe, but we lay faſt aſleep. 


A man lately famous for feeding pigeons at 'Furnham- green» 
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FIS TLES. 


Twelve tedious miles we bore the ſultry ſun, 

And Popham-Lane was ſcarce in ſight by one: 

The ſtraggling village harbour'd thieves of old; 35 
Twas here the ſtagecoach'd laſs reſign'd her gold, 
That gold which had in London purchas'd gowns, 
And ſent her home a Belle to country towns. 

But robbers haunt no more the neighb'ring wood; 
Here unown'd infants find their daily food; 40 
For ſhould the maiden-mother nurſe her ſon, 

"I would ſpoil her match when her good name is gone. 
Our jolly hoſteſs nineteen children bore, 

Nor fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nineteen more, 

Be juſt, ye Prudes! wipe off the long arrear; 45 
Be virgins ſtill in Town, but mothers here, 

Sutton we paſs, and leave her ſpacious down, 
And with the ſetting ſun reach Stockbridge town. 
O'er our parch'd tongue the rich metheglin glides, 
And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 50 
Sad melancholy ev'ry viſage wears; 

What, no election come in ſev'n long years! 

Of all our race of mayors, ſhall Snow alone 

Be by Sir Richard's * dedication known? 

Our ſtreets no more with tides of ale thall float, 55 

Nor coblers feaſt three years upon one vote. 
Nextmorn,twelve milesledo'er th' unbounded plain, 

Where the cloak'd ſhepherd guides his fleecy train: 


* Sir Richard Steele, Member for Stockbridge, wrate a trea ; 
tile called The importance of Dunkirk conſdered, and dedicated 
it to Mr. John Snow, Bailiff of Stockbridge, 
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No leafy bow'rs a noonday ſhelter lend, | s 
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend: 60 
With wondrous art he counts the ſtraggling flock, 
And by the ſun informs you what's a clock. 
How are our ſhepherds fall'n from ancient days! 
No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays; 
| From her no liſt'ning echoes learn to ſing, 65 
Nor with his reed the jocund vallies ring. 
Here ſheep the paſture hide, there harveſts bend; 

See Sarum's {ſteeple o'er yon' hill aſcend, 
Our horſes faintly trot beneath the heat, 

And our keen ſtomachs know the hour to eat, 70 
45 p Who can forſake thy walls, and not admire 

The proud cathedral and the lofty ſpire ? 

What ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſars good? 


1 From hence firſt came th' intriguing ridinghood. 74 
by Amid three boarding-ſchools*wellſtock'dwithmiſſes, 
Ss shall three knights- errant ſtarve for want of kiſſes? 


Oi'er the green turf the miles ſlide ſwift away, 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day. 

The morning roſe; the ſupper reck'ning paid, 

3 And our due fees diſcharg'd to man and maid; $9 


$3 MThe ready hoſtler near the ſtirrup ſlands, 

; And, as we mount, our halfpence load his hands. 
lain, Nou the ſteep hill fair Dorcheſter o'erlooks, 
in: Horder'd by meads, and waſh'd by ſilver brooks, 
a There are three boarding · ſchools in this town. 
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14 EPISTLES. 


Here ſleep my two companions' eyes ſuppreſt, 8g 

And propt in elbowchairs they ſnoring reſt ; 

I weary fit, and with my pencil trace 

Their painful poſtures, and their eyeleſs face; 

Then dedicate each glaſs to ſome fair name, 

And on the ſaſh the diamond ſcrawls my flame. go 

Now o'er true Roman way our horſes ſound, 

Grzvins would kneel and kiſs the ſacred ground. 

On either ſide low fertile vallies lie, 

The diſtant proſpects tire the travelling eye. 

Thro* Bridport's ſtony lanes our rout we take, 95 

And the proud ſteep deſcend to Marcombe's lake. 

As hearſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pall, 

And with the mournful ſcutcheon hung his hall. 

On unadulterate wine we here regale, | 

And ſtrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail, ICO | 
We climb'd the hills, when ſtarry night aroſe, i 

And Axminiſter affords a kind repoſe. 

The maid, ſubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks, 

And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas ſmocks. | 

Mean-time our ſhirts her buſy fingers rub, 15 

While the ſoap lathers o'er the foaming tub. 1 

If women's geer ſuch pleaſing dreams incite, 

Lend us your ſmocks, ye Damſels! ev'ry night. 

We riſe; our beards demand the barber's art; 

A female enters, and performs the part: 110 

The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, ; 

And three gold rings her ſkilful hand bedeck ; 


EPISTLES, 15 


gmocth o'er our chin her eaſy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ſtrok' d the beard of Jove. 

Now from the ſteep, midſt ſcatter'd cots and groves, 
Our eye thro' Honiton's fair valley roves; 116 
Behind us ſoon the buſy town we leave, 


4 Where fineſt lace induſtrious laſſes weave. 


Now ſwelling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 
Stream'd down our hats, and ſmok'd along the road; 
When (O bleſt ſight !) a friendly ſign we ſpy'd, 121 


Our ſpurs are ſlicken'd from the horſes' ſide ; 
For ſure a civil hoſt the houſe commands, 
4 Upon whoſe ſign this courteous motto ſtands, ä 
his is the ancient Hand, and eke the Pen; 125 


Here 1s for horſes hay, and meat for men.“ 
How rhyme would flouriſh, did each ſon of Fame 
Know his own genius, and direct his flame! 


Then he that could not epick flights rehearſe, 
Might ſweetly mourn in elegiack verſe. 130 
But were his Muſe for elegy unfit, 


Perhaps a diſtich might not train his wit: 


103 If epigram offend, his harmleſs lines 
Might in gold letters ſwing on alchouſe ſigns : 
Then Hobbinol might propagate his bays, 135 
And Puttle-fields record his ſimple lays; 
EZ Where rhymes like theſe might lure the nurſes” eyes, 
Ay Treat here, ye Shepherds blithe ! your damſels ſweet, 
For pics and cheeſecakes are for damſels meet: 140 


While gaping infants ſquall for farthing pies! 
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Then Maurus in his proper ſphere might ſhine, 
And thefe proud numbers grace great William's ſign; 
© This 13 the man, this the Naſſovian *, whom 

«© nam'd the brave Deliverer to come.“ 

But now the driving gales ſuſpend the rain, 145 
We mount our ſteeds, and Devon's city gain. 

Hail, happy Native Land! but 1 forbear | 
What other counties muſt with envy hear. 148 


EPISTLES. 


Ta the Right n 
WILLIAM PULTENEY, Es. 


Porr'xav! methinks you blame my breach of word; 
What, cannot Paris one poor page afford ? 
Yes, | can ſagely, when the times are paſt, 
Laugh at thoſe follies which I ſtrove to taſte, | 
And each amuſement, which we ſhar'd, review, 3 
Pleas'd with mere talking, ſince I talk to you. 
But how ſhall] | deſcribe, in humble proſe, 
Their balls, aſſemblies, operas, and beaus? 
In proſe ! you cry: ch! no; the Muſe muſt aid, | 
And leave Parnaſſus for the FYuillerie's ſhade. 10 
Shall he (who late Britannia's city trod, f 
And led the draggled Muſe, with pattens ſhod, 
Thro' dirty lanes' and alleys? doubtful ways) 
Refuſe to write, when Paris aſks his lays ? 
Well, then, I'llery. Deſcend, ye heauteous Nine !1 5 © 
In all the colours of the rainbow ſhine; 1 


# Plackmore's Prince Arthur, Book v. 


EPISTLES. 


Let ſparkling ſtars your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the bluſhes of the crimſon morn, 


”y So may ye balls and gay aſſemblies grace, 
And at the op'ra claim the foremoſt place. 20 
145 Trav'llers ſhould ever fit expreſſion chuſe, 
Nor with low phrafe the lofty theme abuſe. 
hen they deſcribe the ſtate of eaſtern lords, 
148 4 Pomp and magnificence ſhould ſwell their words; 


And when they paint the ſerpent's ſcaly pride, 25 
heir lines ſhould kiſs, their numbers ſmoothly {lide : 
But they, unmindful of poetick rules, 
Deſcribe alike Mockaws and great Moguls. 
145 4 Dampier would thus, without ill-meaning ſatire, 

0 | i 2 

Dreſs forth, in ſimple ſtyle, the petit-maitre. 39 

In Paris there 's a race of animals, 

(I've ſeen them at their operas and balls) 

© They ſtand erect, they dance whene'er they walk, 


* 9 ih Monkeys in action, perroquets in talk; 
*£ They 're crown'd with feathers, like the cockatoo, 
And, like camelions, daily change their hue: 36 
| From patches juſtly plac'd they borrow graces, 
x * And with vermilion lacker o'er their faces. 


10 


This cuſtom, as we viſibly diſcern, 
They by frequenting ladies' toilets learn.“ 40 
hus might the trav'ller eaſy truth impart; 
nto the ſubject let me pobly ſtart. 
How happy lives the man, how ſure to charm, 
'hoſe knot embroider'd flutters down his arm 
| Bin 


18 RFISTLES, 


On him the ladies caſt the yielding glance, 
7 Sigh in his ſangs, and languiſh in his dance; 
1 if While wretched is the wit, contemn'd, forlorn, 
Whoſe gummy hat no ſcarlet plumes adorn ; 
No broider'd flow'rs his worſted ankle grace, 
Nor cane emboſs'd with gold directs his pace; 30 N 
No lady's favour on his ſword is hung: F 
What tho' Apollo dictate from his tongue ? 
His wit is ſpiritleſs and void of grace, 
Who wants th' aſturance of brocade and lace. | 
While the gay ſop genteelly talks of weather, 55 
The fair in raptures dote upon his feather; 4 
Like a court-Jady tho' he write and ſpell, 
His minuet ſtep was faſbion'd by Marcell“: 
He dreſſes, fences. What avails to know? 
13k For women chuſe their men, like ſilks, for ſhow. 60 
þ 5 Is this the thing, you cry, that Paris boaſts ? 
I this the thing renown'd among our toaſts? 
For ſuch a flutt'ring ſight we need not roam; 
Our own aſſemblies ſhine with theſe at home. 
Let us into the field of beauty fart ; 
Beauty 's a theme that ever warm'd my heart. 
Think not, ye Fair! that I the ſex accuſe : 
1 How ſhall I ſpare you, prompted by the Muſe ? 
6 (he Muſes all are prudes) ſhe rails, ſhe frets, 
| | Amidſt this ſprightly nation of coquettes; 
| Yet let not us their looſe coquettry blame; 
| Women of ev'ry nation are the ſame. 
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You 2k me if Pariſian dames, like ours, 
With rattling dice profane the Sunday's hours ? 
If they the gameſter's pale-ey'd vigils keep, 75 
And ſtake their honour while their huſband ſleep? 
Yes, Sir; like Eagliſh toaſts, the dames of France 


1 Will riſk their income on a ſingle chance. 


Nannette laſt night a tricking Pharaoa play'd, 

The cards the taillier's ſliding hand obey'd ; 80 
To- day her neck no brilliant circle wears, 

Nor the ray- darting pendant loads her ears. 

Why does old Chloris an aſſembly hold? 

Chloris each night divides the ſharper's gold. 


| Corinnz's cheek with frequent loſſes burns, 85 


And no bold trente la wa her fortune turns. 


Ah! too raſh virgin! where 's thy virtue flown ? 
She pawns her perſon for the ſharper's loan. 


Vet who with juſtice can the fair upbraid, 


Whoſe debts of honour are ſo duly paid? 99 
But let me not forget the toilet's cares, 

Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs : 

This red 's too pale, nor gives à diſtant grace; 

Madam to-day puts on her opera face: 

From this we ſcarce extract the milkmaid's bloom, 

Bring the deep dye that warms acroſs the room. 96 

Now flames her cheek, ſo ſtrong her charms prevail, 

That on her guwn the filken roſe looks pale! 

Not but that France ſome native beauty boaſts, 

Cicrmont and Charolois might grace our taaſts. co 
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When the ſweet- breathing ſpring unfolds the buds, 
Love flies the duſty town for ſhady woods. 
Then Tottenham fields with roving beauty ſwarm, 
And Hampſtead balls the City virgins warm ; 
Then Chelſea's meads o'crhear perfidious vows, 105% 
And the preſt graſs defrauds the grazing cows. 
Tis here the ſame, but in a higher ſphere; 
For ev'n court ladies fin in open air. 
What cit with a gallant would truſt his ſpouſe 
Beneath the tempting ſhade of Greenwich boughs? 
What peer of France would let his ducheſs rove, 111 
Where Bouloyne's cloſeſt woods invite to love? 
But here no wife can blaſt her huſband's fame; 
Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 
Stretch'd on the graſs the ſhepherd ſighs his pain, 175 
And on the graſs what ſhepherd ſighs in vain ? 
On Chloe's lap here Damon, laid along, 
Melts with the languiſh of her am'rous ſong : 
There Iris flies Palzmon thro' the glade, 
Nor trips by chance—till in the thickeſt ſhade: 120 
Here Celimene defends her lips and breaſt, 
For kiſſes are by ſtruggling cloſer preſt : 
Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, 
Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold. 
Be wiſe, Alexis! what, ſo near the toad! 125 
Hark, a coach rolls, and huſbands are abroad! 
Such were our pleaſures in the days of yore, 
When am'rous Charles Britannia's ſceptre bore; 
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T The nightly ſcene of joy the Park was made, 


| And Love in couples peopled ev'ry ſhade; 130 
But ſince at court the rural taſte is loſt, 
What mighty ſums have velvet couches coſt! 


Sometimes the Tuillerie's gawdy walk I lave, 
here | thro' crowds of ruſtling manteaus rove. 
As here from fide to ſide my eyes I caſt, 135 


1 And gaz'd on all the glitt'ring train that paſt, 
Zudden a fop ſteps forth before the reſt, 

I knew the bold embroid'ry of his veſt, 

He thus accoſts me with familiar air, 


RE Parbleu ] un a fait act babit en Angleterre ! 140 


Quelle manche 1 te galon rfl groſſicrement raugs; 
oila quelque choſe de fort beau et degags ! 


This ſaid, an his red heel he turns, and then 


3 Hums a ſoft minuet, and proceeds agen. 
Well, now you've Paris ſeen, you 'll frankly own 
2 © Your boaſted London ſeems a country town: 146 
Has Chriſtianity yet reach'd your nation! 

1 Are churches built? are maſquerades in faſhion ? 
Do daily ſoups your dinners introduce? 

Are muſick, ſnuff, and coaches, yet in uſe?” 150 
Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris mode, 

And gather politeſſe from courts abroad. 


Like you, our courtiers keep a num'rous train 
To load their coach, and tradeſmen dun in vain. 
Nor has religion left us in the lurch, 155 


And, as in France, our vulgar crowd the church; 
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Our ladies, too, ſupport the maſquerade; 
The ſex, by nature, love th' intriguing trade. 
Straight the vain fop in ign'rant rapture cries, 
« Paris the barb'rous world will civilize!“ 
Pray, Sir, point out among the paſſing band 
The preſent beauties who the Town command. 
see yonder dame; ſtrict virtue chills her breaſt, 
© Mark in her eye demure the prude profeſt; | 
© That frozen boſom native fire muſt want 165 
* Which boaſts of conſtancy to one gallant! | 
© This next the ſpoils of fifty lovers wears, 

« Rich Dandin's brilliant favours grace her ears; 
The necklace Florio's gen'rous flame beſtow'd, 

© Clitander's ſparkling gems her finger load; 170 
© But now, her charms grown cheap by conſtant uſe, : 
« She {ins for ſcarſs, clock'd ſtockings, knots, and 
« This next, with ſober gait and ſerious leer, [ſhoes. | 
« Wearies her knees with morn and ev'ning pray'r; * 
« She ſcorns th' ignoble love of feeble pages, 178 
But with three abbots in one night engages. A. 
* This with the cardinal her nights employs, { 
Where holy ſinews conſecrate her joys. 

© Why have I promis'd things beyond my pow'r ? 
Five aſſignations wait me at this hour: 180 ÞF 
*« The ſprightly counteſs firſt my viſit claims, * 
To- morrow ſhall indulge inferiour dames. 1 
Pardon me, Sir, that thus I take my leave, 
Gay Florimella flily ewitch'd my ſleeve. 
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Adieu, Monſieur— The op'ra hour draws near. 
Not ſee the op'ra ! all the world is there; 186 


; Where on the ſtage th? embroider'd youth of France 


In bright array attract the female glance: 

This langviſhes, this ſtruts, to ſhow his mien, 
And not a gold-clock'd ſtocking moves unſeen. ' 190 
hut, hark! the full orcheſtra ſtrike the ſtrings; 


The hero ſtruts, and the whole audience ſings. 


My jarring ear harſh grating murmurs wound, 


¶ Hoarſe and confus'd, like Babel's mingled ſound. 
Hard chance had plac'd me ncar a noiſy throat, 195 
That in rough quavers bellow'd ev'ry note, 


Pray, Sir, ſays I, ſuſpend awhile your ſong, 

The op'ra *sdrown'd; your lungs are wondrousſtrong: 
l wiſh to hear your Roland's ranting ſtrain, 
While he with rooted foreſts ſtrows the plain, 200 
Sudden he ſhrugs ſurpriſe, and anſwers quick, 

: j Monſieur apparemment n aime pas la muſique. 

N Then turning round, he join'd th' ungrateſul noiſe, 


4 And the loud chorus thunder'd with his voice. 


O ſooth me with ſome ſoft Italian air, 
Let harmony compoſe my tortur'd ear! 
When Anaſtaſia's voice commands the ſtrain, 
The melting warble thrills thro' ev'ry vein; 
Thought ſtands ſuſpenſe, and Silence pleas'd attends, 
While in her notes the heav'nly choir deſcends. 210 
But you'll imagine | *'m a Frenchman grown, 

| 2cas'd and content with nothing but my own; 
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So ſtrongly with this prejudice poſſeſt, 
He thinks French muſick and French painting beſt. 
Mention the force of learn'd Corelli's notes, 21 ;Þ l 
Some ſcraping fiddler of their ball he quotes: 
Talk of the ſpirit Raphael's pencil gives, 
Yet warm with life whoſe ſpeaking picture lives; 
Yes, Sir, ſays he, in colour and defign, | 
Rigaut and Raphael are extremely fine! 220 
Tis true, his country's love tranſports his breaſt 
With warmer zeal than your old Greeks profeſt. 
Ulyſſes lov'd his Ithaca of yore, 
Yet that ſage trav'ller teſt his native ſhore, 
What ſtronger virtue in the Frenchman ſhines? 225 
He to dear Paris all his life confines. 
I'm not ſo fond, There are, | muſt confeſs, 1 
Things which might make me love my country leſs, 
I ſhould not think my Britain had ſuch charms, | 
If loſt to learning, if enſla v d by arms, 230 
France has her Richlicus and her Colberts known, 
And then, I grant it, France in ſcience ſhone. 9 
We, too, I own, without ſuch aids may chance 4 
In ignorance and pride to rival France. |: 
But let me not forget Carncille, Racine, 235 
Boileau's ſtrong ſenſe, and Moliere's num'rous ſcene. 3 
Let Cambray's name be ſung above the reſt, ] 
Whoſe mazims, Pulr'ney ! warm thy patriot breaft : 
In Mentor's precepts wiſdom ſtrong and clear 
Dictates ſublime, and diſtant nations hear. 


240 


£pigTt. HE. 2 
1 Hear, all ye Princes ! who the world control, 

beſt. What cares, what terrours, haunt the tyrant's ſoul; 
215 His conſtant train ate anger, fear, diſtruſt. 

o be a king is to be good and juſt; 

His people he protects, their rights he ſaves, 245 

Nnd ſcorns to rule a wretched race of ſlaves, * 

Happy, thrice happy, ſhall the monarch reign, 
220 A Vhere guardian laws deſpotick pow'r reſtrain 

reaſt Where ſhall the ploughſ{hare break the ſtubborn land, 


= 


es; 


bt 9 And bending harveſt tire the peaſant's hand: 250 
FM here Liberty her ſettled mention boaſts, 
here Commerce plenty brings from foreign coaſts. 
? 225 D Britain! guard thy laws, thy rights defend, 
o ſhall theſe bleſſings to thy ſons deſcend! 
3 You'll think t is time ſome other theme to chuſe, 
y leſs, Nnd not with beaus and fops fatigue the Muſe, 2 36 
, Phould I let ſatire looſe on Engliſh ground, | 
230 here fools of various character abound; 
wn, ut here my verſe is to one race confin'd, — 
ll Frenchmen are of petit- maitre kind. 260 
- 4 
To the Right Homuratle 
— 35 PAULI, METHUEN, xse. 
s ſcene. Þ 
Hur 't isencontagement makes ſcience ſpread, * 
xreaft ; rarely practise d, tho” 't is often ſaid. 
! | hen learning droops and ſickens in the land, 
240 What patron s found to lend a ſaving hand 
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True gen'rous ſpirits proſp'rous vice deteſt, 
And love to cheriſh virtue when diſtreſt; 
But ere our mighty lords this ſcheme purſue, 
Our mighty lords muſt think and act like you. 

Why muſt we climb the Alpine mountains' ſides, 
To find the ſeat where harmony reſides? 10 
Why touch we not ſo ſoft the ſilver lute, | 
The cheerful hautboy, and the mellow flute? 

"Tis not th' Italian clime improves the ſound, 
But there the patrons of her ſons are found. 

Why flouriſh'd verſe in great Auguſtus' reign ? 
He and Mecænas lav'd the Mule's ſtrain, 16 
But now that wight in poverty muſt mourn 
Who was (O cruel ſtars) a poet born. 

Yet there are ways for authors to be great; | 
Write ranc'rous libels to reform the ſtate : 20 
Or if you chuſe more ſure and ready ways, N 
Spatter a miniſter with fulſome praiſe: 

Lanch out with freedom, flatter him enough; 

Fear not, all men are dedication- proof. | 
Be bolder yet, you muſt go farther ſtill, 25 3 
Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill. 
He who his pen in party quarrels draws, 

Liſts an hir'd bravo to ſupport the cauſe; 

He muſt indulge his patron's hate and ſpleen, | 
And ſtab the fame of choſe he ne'er has ſeen. 30 nt 
Why then ſhould authors mourn their deſp'rate caſe ? M* 
Be brave, do this, and then demand a place, | 
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Why art thou poor? exert the gifts to riſe, 


And baniſh tim'rous virtue from thy eyes. 

All this ſeems modern preface, where we 're told 
bat wit is prais'd, but hungry lives and cold. 36 
Againit th' ungratetul age theſe authors roar, 

nd fancy learning ſtarves becauſe they re poor. 
Vet why ſhould learning hope ſncceſs at court! ? 
$Y hy ſhould our patriots virtue'scauſe ſupport? 40 
IF hy to true merit ſhould they have regard ? 5 
hey know that virtue is its own reward. 
et let not me of grievances complain, 

Eo (tho' the meaneſt of the Muſes' train) 

an boaſt ſubſcriptions to my humble lays, 45 
nd mingle profit with my little praiſe. 

3 Atk Painting why ſhe loves Heſperian air; 

20 Go view, ſhe cries, my glorious labours there; 

WT here in rich palaces [ reign in ſtate, 

And on the temple's lofty domes create. 50 
Ehe nobles view my works with knowing eyes, 
hey love the ſcience, and the painter prize. 

Why didſt thou Kent! forego thy native land, 
To emulate in picture Raphael's hand? 

F bink'® thou for this to raiſe thy name at home? 5 5 
Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome; 
here on the walls let thy juſt labours ſhine, 

And Raphael live again in thy deſign. 

et ſtay awhile; call all thy genius forth, 

or Burlington unbiaſo d knows thy worth; 60 
C ij 
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| His judgment in thy maſter-ſtrykes can trace 
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Titian's ſtrong hire, and Guido's ſoſter grace: 
But, oh! conſider, ere thy works appear, 
Canſt thou unhurt the tongue of Envy hear? 


Cenſure will blame, her breath was ever dent 65 
To blaſt the laurels of the eminent. | 
While Burlington's proportion'd columns riſe | 
Does not he ſtand the gaze of envious eyes?., 40 
Doors, windows, are condemn'd by paſſing fools, 
Who know not that they damn Palladio's rules. 70 'v 
If Chandois with a lib'ral hand beſtow, 43 
Cenſure imputes it all to pomp and ſhow; 
When, if the motive right were underſtood, 
His daily pleaſure is in doing good. | 4 
Had Pope with grovelling numbers fill'd his page, 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. 76 


is the ſublime that hurts the critick's eaſe; 
Write nonſenſe, and he reads and ſleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Congreve, Swift, and Pope unknown, 
Poor ſlander- ſelling Curll would be undone. 30 
He who would free from malice pals his days, 1 
Muſt live obicure, and never merit praiſe : 
But let this tale to valiant Virtue tell 
The daily perils of deſerving well. 4 
A crow was itrutting o'er the ſtubbled plain, 83 
Juſt as a lark deſcending clos'd his ſtrain: | 
The crow beſpoke him thus with ſolemn grace; 
Thou moſt accowmpliſh's of the fcather'd race! 


. 
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XZ What force of lungs! how clear! how ſweet you ſing! 
And no bird ſoars upon a ſtronger wing. yo 
Ihe lark, who ſcorn'd ſoft flatt'ry, thus replies; 
True, | ſing ſweet, and on ſtrong pinion riſe; 
65 Let let me paſs my life from envy free, 
For what advantage are theſe gifts to me ? 

j My ſong confines me to the wiry cage; 95 
My flight provokes the faulcon's fatal rage: 
N | But as you paſs, I hear the fowlers ſay, 
| 


3. 70 Jo ſhoot at crows is 23 flung away. 98 
. 'L | To ber Grace 
# HENRIETTA DUCHESS OF MARLBRO”. 
x 4 
spage, 1 Excuse me, Madam, if amidſt your tears 


76 A Muſe intrudes, a Muſe who feels your cares: 
Numbers, like muſick, can ev'n grief control, 
And lull to peace the tumults of the ſoul. 


| 
7 
own, If partners in our woes the mind relieve, 5 
go Conſider for your loſs ten thouſands grieve ; 
Th' affliction burdens not your heart alone; 
; When Marlbro' dy'd, a nation gave a groan, 
Could J recite the dang'rous toils he choſe, 
To bleſs his country with a fixt repoſe; 10 
g Could [ recount the labours he o'ercame 
in, 85 NN . 
To raiſe his country to the pitch of fame; 
5 lis councils, fieges, his victorious fights, 
1 , 9 To ſave his country's laws and native rights, 


C 31) 


30 rris TVs. 


No father (ev ry gen'rous heart muſt own) 15 
Has ſtronger fondneſs to his darling ſhown : 
Britannia's fighs a double loſs deplore, 
Her father. and her hero is no more. 
Does Britain only pay her debt of tears ? 
Yes; Holland ſighs, and for her freedom fears. 20 
When Gallia's monarch pour'd his waſteful bands, 1 
Like a wide deluge, o'er her level lands, | 
She ſaw her frontier tow'rs in ruin he, . ö 
Ev'n Liberty had prun'd her wings to fly; ' 
Then Marlbro' came! defeated Gallia fled, 25 
And ſhatter'd Belgia rais'd her languid head, 
In him ſecure, as in her ſtrongeſt mound, .. 1 
That keeps the raging ſea within its bound. 4 
O Germany | remember Hockſtet's plain, a 
Where proſtrate Gallia bied at ev'ry vein; 30 
"Think on the reſcue of th* imperial throne, [| 
'Fhen think on Marlbro's death without a groan! [ 
Apollo kindly whiſpers me, Be wiſe; 1 
« How to his glory ſhall thy numbers riſe? 
«+ The force of verſe another theme might raiſe, 33 
But here the merit muſt tranſcend the praiſe. 4 
Haſt thou, preſumptuous Bard] that godlike flame 
"hich with the ſun ſhall laſt, and Marlbro's fame? 
<« Then ſing the man: but who can boaſt this fire? 
« Reſign the taſk, and ſilently admire.” 49 
Yet ſhall he not in worthy lays be read? 1 
Raiſe Homer, call up Virgil from the dead, 


EPISTLES. 8 


15 But he requires not the ſtrong glare of verſe, 
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Let punctual Hiſtory his deeds rehearſe; 


Leet truth in native purity appear, 45 
vou 'll find Achilles and ZEneas there. 


Is this the comfort which the Muſe beſtows ? 


Il but indulge and aggravate your woes. 


A prudent friend who ſeeks to give relief 
Ne'er touches on the ſpring that mov'd the grief. 50 
s it not barb'rous, to the ſighting maid 


Jo mention broken vows, and nymphs betray'd ? 


Would you the ruin'd merchant's ſoul appeaſe 
With talk of ſands, and rocks, and ſtormy ſeas ? 


'n while | ſtrive on Marlbro's fame to riſe, 55 


I call up ſorrow in a daughter's eyes. 

Think on the laurels that his temples ſhade, 
Laurels that (ſpite of time) ſhall never fade; 
Immortal Honour hasenroll'd his name, 

Detraction 's dumb, and Envy put to ſhame. 60 
Say who can ſoar beyond his eagle flight ? 
Has he not reach'd to glory's utmoſt height ? 
What could he more, had Heav'n prolong'd his date? 
All human pow'r is limited by Fate. 

Forbear ; t is cruel further to commend z 65 


I wake your ſorrow, and again offend : 


? 


| 


Yet ſure your goodneſs muſt forgive a crime 

Which will be ſpread thro' ev'ry age and clime. 
Tho' in your life ten thouſand ſummers roll, 

And tho” you compaſs earth from pole to pole, 70 
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Where'er men talk of war and martial fame, 
They ' mention Marlborough's and Cæſar's name, 
But vain are all the counſels of the Muſe; 

A ſoul like your's could not a tear refuſe : 

Could you your birth and filial love forego, 75 
Still ſighs muſt riſe and gen'rous ſorrow flow; 

For when from earth ſuch matchleſs worth removes, 
A great mind ſuffers, Virtue virtue loves. 78 


To my ingenious and worthy friend 
WILLIAM LOWNDS, x59. 
Author of that celebrated 
Treatiſe in folio called the Land-tax Bill. 


We poets print their works, the ſcribbling crew 

Stick the bard o'er with bays, like Chriſtmas pew. 

Can meagre poetry ſuch fame deſerve ? 

Can poetry, that only writes to ſtarve ? 

And ſhall no laurel deck that famous head, 5 

lu which the Senate's annual law is bred ? 

That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 

By nobler ways and means true fame acquires? 

O had | Virgil's force, to ling the man 

Whoſe learned lines can millions raiſe per ann. 10 

Great Lownds his praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump of 

And Rapes and Wapentakesreſound his name. Fame, 
if the blind poet gain'd a long renown 

By ſinging ev'ry Grecian chieſ and town, 
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| Sure Lownds his proſe much greater fame requires, 


Which ſweetly counts five thouſand knights and 
ſquires, | | N wht 
Their ſeats, their cities, pariſhes, and ſhires. 
Thy copiqus preamble ſo ſmoothly runs, 


® Taxes no more appear like legal duns; 
Lords, Knights, and Squires, th' aſſeſſors“ pow'robey, 


We read with pleaſure, tho' with pain we pay. 21 
Ahl why did C thy works defame! 

That author's long harangue betrays his name : 
After his ſpecches can his pen ſucceed ? 

Tho” forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to read. 2g 

Under what ſcience ſhall thy works be read ? 

All know thou wert not poet born and bred; 

Or doſt thou boaſt th' hiſtorian's laſting pen, 

Whoſe annals are the Acts of worthy men? 

No: ſatire is thy talent ; and each laſh 30 
Makes the rich miſer tremble o'er his caſh. 

What on the drunkard can be more ſevere 

Than direful taxes on his ale and beer? 

Ev'n Button's wits are nought compar'd to thee, 
Whone'er were known or prais'd but o'er his tea, 35 
While thou thro' Britain's diſtant iſle ſhall ſpread, 
In ev'ry Hundred and Diviſton read. 

Oriticks in Claſſicks oft” interpolate, 

But ev'ry word of thine is fix d as fate. 

Some works come forth at morn, but die at night, 40 
in blazing fringers round a tallow light ; 
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34 
Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 

Like S—— (when unaſſiſted by a friend) 

But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpite of Fate; 

And where 's your author boaſts a longer date? 45 
Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous pow'r, 

That with their verſes they could raiſe a tow'r 

But in thy proſe a greater force is found: 

What poet ever rais'd ten thouſand pound ? 
Cadmus, by ſowing dragons' teeth, we read, 30 
Rais'd a vaſt army from the pois' nous ſeed. 

Thy labours, Lownds ! can greater wonders do, 
Thou raiſeſt armies, and canſt pay them too. 

Truce with thy dreaded pen : thy Annals ceaſe; 
Why need we armies when the land's in peace ? 
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way, 56 
When once they re rais'd, they 're curſed hard to lay. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 


WITH SOME LAMPREYS, 


Wir n lovers't was of old the faſhion 

By preſents to convey their paſſion 

No matter what the gift they ſent, 

The lady ſaw that love was meant. 

Fair Atalanta, as a favour, 8 
Took the boar's head her hero gave her, 

Nor could the briſtly thing aflroat her, 

was a fit preſent from a hunter. 


EPISTLE% 


XZ When ſquires ſend woodcocks to the dame, 
lt ſcrves to ſhow their abſent flame, ,;16 
Some by a ſnip of woven hair 
In poſied lockets bribe the fair. 
How many mercenary matches 
Have ſprung from di'mond-rings and watches! 
But hold—a ring, a watch, a locket, 15 
Would drain at once a poet's pocket: 
He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, 
Nor ev'n be prodigal of thought. 
1 Why then, ſend Lampreys. Fye, for ſname! 
ex will ſet a virgin's blood on flame. 20 
27 This to fifteen a proper gift! 
lt might lend ſixty-five a lift. : 
58 I know your maiden aunt will ſcold, 
iy» tf And think my preſent ſomewhat bold: 
I ſee her lift her hands and eyes; 25 
* What, cat it, Niece! eat Spaniſh flies! 
* Lamprey 's a moſt immodeſt diet, 
* You 'll neither wake nor fleep in quiet: 
** Should I to-night eat ſago-cream, 
* would make me bluſh to tell my dream. 30 
If leat lobſter, 't is ſo warming. 
That ev'ry man I ſee looks charming. 
$ „ Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
2X © Laid Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 
l vow and (wear I think the preſent 35 
3 ** Had been as modeſt and as decent. 
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Always in danger of undoing, 


EPISTLES. 


* Who has her virtue in her pow'r ? 
% Each day has its unguarded hour: 


i A prawn, a ſhrimp, may prove our ruin! 
Ahe ſhepherdeſs, who lives on ſallad, 
To cool her youth controls her palate; | 
Should Dian's maids turn liꝗ'riſh livets, 3 
And of huge Lampreys rob the rivers, 4 
Then all beſide each glade and viſto, 45 
* You 'd fee nymphs lying like Caliſto. F 
The man who meant to heat your blood 4 
Needs not himſelf ſuch vicious food,” — | 
In this, I own, your aunt is clear; | 
] ſent you what | well might ſpare: 30 3 
For when I ſee you, (without joking) I 
Your eyes, lips, breaſts, are ſo provoking, 
They ſet my heart more cock-a-hoop 
Than could whole ſeas of craw-fiſh ſoup. 


TO A LADY, 
ON HER PASSION FOR OLD CHINA, 


Wuar ecſtaſies her boſom fire ! 
How her eyes languiſh with deſire! 
How bleſt, how happy ſhould l be, 
Were that fond glance beſtow'd on me! 
New doubts and fears within me war: 
What rival 's near? a China jar, 

5 


EPISTLES, 


China 's the paſſion of her ſoul; 
WA cup, a plate, a diſh, a bowl, 
4 Can kindle wiſhes in her breaſt, 

4d MEnflame with joy, or break her reſt. 
some gems collect, ſome medals prize, 
And view the ruſt with lovers“ eyes; 
3 Some court the ſtars at midnight hours, 
; WS ome dote on Nature's charms in flow'ss! 
43 ut ev'ry beauty I can trace 
in Laura's mind, in Laura's face; 
4 My ſtars are in this brighter ſphere; 
4 1y lily and my roſe is here. 

F Philoſophcrs more grave than wiſe 
30 rlunt ſcience down in butterflies; 
r fondly poriag on a ſpider, 
WScrcetch human contemplation wider. 
| EF oſlils give joy to Galen's ſoul, 
: Die digs for knowledge like a mole; 
n ſhells ſo learn'd, that all agree 


25 
No fiſh that ſwims knows more than he 
n ſuch purſuits if wiſdom lies, 
A ho, Laura! ſhail thy taſte deſpiſe ? 
4 When I ſome antique jar behold, 
r white, or blue, or ſpeck'd with gold, 30 


eſſels ſo pure, and ſo reſin'd, 
\ ppear the types of womankind: 
re they not valu'd for their beauty, 


oo fair, too fine, for houſehold duty? 
Yalume iT, D 
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With flow'rs, and gold, and azure, dy'd, 
Of ey'ry houſe the grace and pride ? 
How white, how poliſh'd, is their ſkin, 
And valu'd moſt when only ſeen! 

1 She who before was higheſt priz d 

[ Is for a crack or flaw defpis'd, 

g grant they re frail, yet they re ſo rare, 
| The treaſure cannot coſt too dear 

But man is made of coarſer ſtuff, 

1 And ſerves convenience well enough; 
He's a ſtrong earthen veſſel made, 

| For drudging, labour, toil, and trade; 

| And when wives lote their other ſelf, 

1 ' | With eaſe they bear the loſs of Delf. 
A! Huſbands, more covetous than ſage, 

| Condemn this China-buying rage; 
They count that woman's prudence little 
11 V ho ſets her heart on things ſo brittle. 


14 But are thoſe wiſe men's inclinations 

EE Fixt on more ſtrong, more ſure, foundations? 
1 Ir all that's frail we muſt deſpiſe, 

4 No human view or ſcheme is wiſe. 

15 ' Are not Ambition's hopes as weak ? 


1. They ſwell like bubbles, ſhine and break, 

| A courtier's promiſe is ſo ſlight, 

Tis made at noon, and broke at night. 

V hat ꝓleaſure is ſure? The miſs you keep 
Breaks both your fortune and your fleep, 
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EPISTLES, 


| The man who loves a country life 
1. Breaks all the comforts of his wife; 
And if he quit his farm and plough, 65 
His wife in Town may break her vow. 
2 Love, Laura! love, while youth is warm, 
40 4 For each ne winter breaks a charm; 
X And woman 's not like China ſold, 


* But cheaper grows in growing old: 70 
rhen quickly chuſe the prudent part, 
N a Or elſe you break a faithful heart. 7 


4 BOUNCE To FOP. 


3 | An E piftle from 2 DOG at Twickenham to a DOG at Court. 


To thee, (weet Fop ! theſe lines 1 ſend, 

co Who, tho' no ſpaniel, am a friend. 

*F'Tho' once my tail, in wanton play, 

Y Now friſking this, and then that way, 

Chanc'd, with a touch of juſt the tip, 

ro hurt your Lady-lapdog-ſhip, N 

T Net thence to think I'd bite your head off, 
Pure Bounce is one you never read of. 

| Fop! you can dance, and make a leg, 

an fetch and carry, cringe and beg; 10 

And (what 's the top of all your tricks) 

an ſtoop to pick up ſtrings or ſticks, 

Ve country Dogs love nobler ſport, 

And (corn the pranks of Dogs at court. 

Dy 
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And that to toufe ſuch things as flutter, 


40 EPISTLYS, 


Fye, naughty Fop ! where'er you come 15 
To ſh-t and p- ſs about the room; N 
To lay your head in ev'ry lap, 

And when they think not of you —ſnap: 
The worſt that Envy or that Spite 
E'er ſaid of me is, I can bite; 20 
That idle gipſies, rogues in rags, 
Who poke at me, can make no brags; 


'To honeſt Bounce is bread and Butter, 
While you and ev'ry courtly fop 

Fawn on the devil for a chop, 

I've the humanity to hate 

A butcher, tho” he brings me meat: 

And let me tell you, have a nofe, 

(Whatever ſtinking Fops ſuppoſe) 

That under cloth of gold or tiſſue 

Can ſmell a plaiſter or an iſſue. 

Your pilf'ring lord, with ſimple pride, 

May wear a picklock at his fide ; 

My maſtcr wants no key of ſtate, 

For Bounce can keep his houſe and gate. 
When all ſuch Dogs have had their days, 

As knaviſh Pams and fawning Trays; 

When pamper'd Cupids, beaſtly Venies, 

And motlcy ſquinting Harlequinies * 


* Aliilegunt Harvequinies. 


EPISTLES, 


& Shall lick no more their lady's br 

hall die of looſeneſs, claps, or itch, 

pair Thames from either echoing ſhore 
shall hear and dread my manly roar. 

F | See, Bounce, like Berecynthia, crown'd 

With thund'ring offspring all aroand, 
20 

Beneath, beſide me, and atop, 

A hundred ſons! and not one Fop. 

1 Before my children ſet your beef, 
Not one true Bounce will be a thief; 
27 Not one without permiſſion feed, 
Mrho' ſome of Ins hungry breed) 

3 But whatſoc' er the father's race, 

* From me they ſuck a little grace: 
While your fine whelps learn all to ſteal, 
red up by hand on chick and veal. 
* My eldeſt born reſides not far, 
N here ſhines great Stafford's glitt'ring ſtar; 
My ſecond (child of Fortune!) waits 
At Burlington's Palladian gates; 
\ third majeſtically ſtalks, 
Happieſt of Dogs!) in Cobham's walks; 
One uſhers friends to Bathurſt's door, 
ne fawns at Oxford's on the poor. 
Nobles whom arms or arts adorn, 
Vait for my infants yer unborn. 
done but a peer of wit and grace 


an hope a puppy of my race. 
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4% PPISTLES, 
And, Oh! would Fate the bliſs decree 


To mine, (a bliſs too great for me) 

That two my talleſt ſons might grace, 
Attending each with ſtately pace, 

tilus' fide, as erſt Evander's*, 

To keep off flatt'rers, ſpies, and panders; 
To let no noble ſlave come near, 

And ſcare Lord Fannies from his ear; 
Then might a royal youth and true 
Enjoy at leaſt a friend or two; 

A treaſure which of royal kind, 

Few but himſcli deſerve to find; 

Then Bounce ('t is all that Bounce can crave) IF 
Shall wag her tail within the grave. $2 


A PANEGYRICAL EPISTLE 
TO MR. THOMAS SNOW, 


GOLDSMITH, NEAR TEMPLE-BAR, 


Occafroned by bis buying and ſelling of the Third 86K. f 
1 ſeriptions, talen in ly the Directors of the South-Ses 
6 Company, at a thor ſand per cent. | 


J 
45 
b q | Dis paix not, Snow! my humble verſe to hear: 


14 Stick thy black peo awhile behind thy ear. 
41x Whether thy counter ſhine with ſums untold, | 
ba | And thy wide-graſping hand grow black with 5 
* * Virg, En. 8. \ 


EPISTLEY; 


Whether thy mien ere& and ſable locks, 3 
In crowds of brokers overawe the ſtocks; 
Suſpend the worldly bus'neſs of the day, 
And to enrich thy mind attend my lay. 

O Thou! whoſe penetrative wiſdom found 
The South-Sea rocks and ſhelves, where thouſands 

drown'sd ; 10 

When credit ſunk, and commerce gaſping lay, 
Thou ſtood'ſt, nor fent'ft one bill unpaid away; 
When not a guinea chink'd on Martin's boards, 
And Atwell's ſelf was drain'd of all his hoards, 
Thou ſtood'ſt (an Indian king in fize and hue) 14 
Thy unexhauſted ſhop was our Peru. 

Why did Change-Alley walte thy precious hours, 
Among the fools who gap'd for golden ſhow'rs? 
No wonder if we found ſome poets there 
Wholive on fancy, and can feed on air; 20 
No wonder they were caught by South-Sca ſchemes, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd a guinea but in dreams; 
No wonder they their Third Subſcriptions fold, 
For millions of imaginary gold; 
No wonder that their fancies wild could frame 25 
Strange reaſons that a thing is ſtill the ſame, | 
Tho'chang'dthronghout in ſubſtanceand in name. 
But you (whoſe judgment ſcorus poctick flights) 

Vith contracts furniſh boys for paper kites. 

Let Vulture H—ns ſtretch forth his ruſty throat, 

Viv'd ruin thouſands for a ſingle groat : 31 


433 EPISTLES, 


Ii know thou ſpurn'ſt his mean, his ſordid mind, 
Nor with ideal debts wouldſt plague mankind. 
Why ſtrive his greedy hands to graſp at more? 
The wretch was born to want whoſe ſoul is poor. 35 
Madmen alone their empty dreams purſue, 'n 
And ftill belie ve the fleeting viſion true: "38 
They ſell the treaſure which their ſlumbers get, 
Then wake, and fancy all the world in debt. 
If to inſtruct thee all my reaſons fail, 10 
Yet be diverted by this moral tale. 
Thro' fam'd Moorfields extends a ſpacious ſcat, 
Where mortals of exalted wit retreat ; 
Where, wrapp'd in contemplation and in ſtraw, 
The wiſer few from the mad world withdraw: 45 
There in full opulence a banker dwelt, 
Who all the joys and pangs of riches felt; 
His ſideboard glitter'd with imagin'd plate, 
And his proud fancy held a vaſt eſtate. 
As on a time he paſt the vacant hours 50 
In raiſing piles of ſtraw and twiſting bow'rs, 
A poet enter'd of the neighb'ring cell, 
And with fix'd eyes obſerv'd the ſtructure well: 
A ſharpen'd ſkewer croſs his bare ſhoulders bound 7 
A tatter'd rug, which dragg'd upon the ground. 5 
The banker cry'd, © Behold my caſtle walls, 
«© My ſtatues, gardens, fountains, and canals, 
With land of twenty thouſand acres round! 
All theſe I ſell thee for ten thouſand pound.“ 


45 


59 


eFISTLES, 43 


The bard with wonder the cheap purchaſe ſaw, 60 
So ſign'd the contract (as ordains the law.) 

The banker's brain was cool'd; the miſt grew clear: 
The viſionary ſcene was loſt in air. 
He now the vaniſh'd proſpect underſtood, 
And fear'd the fancy'd bargain was not good: 65 
Yet loath the ſum entire ſnould be deſtroy'd, 
« Give me a penny, and thy contra& 's void.“ 

The ftartled bard with eye indignant frown'd; 
* Shall I, ye Gods! (he cries) my debts compound! 
So ſaying, from his rug the ſkewer he takes, 70 
And on the ſtick ten equal notches makes; 
With juſt reſentment flings it on the ground, 
There take my tally of ten thouſand pound.“ 73 


ON A MISCELLANY OF POEMS, 


TO BERNARD LINTOTT. 


Ipſa varictate teutamus ethcere, ut alia aliis ; quegan rortafic omnibus 


placeant, PLIN., 2H. 
—ü œ —-—ͤ— d' 


A when ſome ſkilful cook, to pleaſe each gueſt, 
Would in one mixture comprehend a feaſt, 

With due proportion and judicious care 

He fills his diſh with diff *rent ſorts of fare, 

Fiſhes and fowls deliciouſly unite, $ 
Jo feaſt at once the taſte, the ſmell, and fight : 


46 FEPISTLES. 


So, Bernard! muſt a Miſcellany be 
Compounded of all kinds of poetry ; 
The Muſes' olio, which all taſtes may fit, 
And treat each reader with his darling wit. to 
Woudlſt thou for Miſcellanies raiſe thy fame, 
And bravely rival Jacob's mighty name, 
Let all the Muſes in the piece conſpire; 
The lyrick bard muſt ſtrike th' harmonious lyre; 
Heroick ſtrains muſt here and there be found, 15 
And nervous ſenſe be ſung in lofty ſound : 
Let elegy in moving numbers flow, 
And fill ſome pages with melodious wo : 
Let not your am'rous ſongs too num'rous prove, 
Nor glat thy reader with, abundant love: 29 
Satire muſt interfere, whoſe pointed rage 
May laſh the madneſs of a vicious age; 
Satire, the Muſe that never fails to hit, 
For if there's ſcandal, to be ſure there's wit. 


Tire not our patience with Pindarick lays, 25 i 


Thoſe ſwell the piece, but very rarely pleaſe : 


Let ſhort-breath'd Epigram its force confine, 


And ſtrike at ſollies in a ſingle line: 

Tranſlations ſhould throughout the work be ſown, | 
And Homer's godlike Muſe be made our own: 30 . 
Horace in uſeful numbers ſhould be ſung, 
And Virgil's thoughts adorn the Britiſh tongue : 
Let Ovid tell Corinna's hard diſdain, 

And at her door in melting notes complain; 


EPISTLES. 47 


1 His tender accents pitying virgins move, 

And charm the liſt'ning ear with tales of love. 

Let ev'ry Claſſick in the volume ſhine, 

And each contribute to thy great deſign ; 

Thro' various ſubjects let the reader range, | 

Aud raiſe his fancy with a grateful change; 49 

variety 's the ſource of joy below, 

=X From whence ſtill freſh-revolving pleaſures flow. 
in books and love the mind one end purſues, 

And only change th' expiring flame renews. 

Where Buckingham will condeſcend to give, 45 

hat honour'd piece to diſtant times muſt live: 

37 When noble Sheffield ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings, 

ha little Loves rejoice, and clap their wings: 

Anacreon lives, they cry; th' harmonious ſwain | 


35 


Retunes the lyre, and tries his wonted ſtrain; $50 
is he our loſt Anacreon lives again. 
But when th' illuſtrious poet foars above 
he ſportive revels of the god of love, 
Like Maro's Muſe he takes a loftier flight, 
And tow'rs beyond the wond'ring Cupid's fight. 55 
i chou wouldſt have thy volume ſtand the teſt, 
And of all others be reputed beſt, 
Net Congreve teach the liſt' ning groves to mourn, 
\s when he wept o'er fair Paſtora's urn. 

Let Prior's Muſe with ſoft'ning accents move, 60 
oft as the ſtrains of conſtant Emma's love; 

r let his fancy chuſe ſome jovial theme, 
As when he told Hans Carvel's jealous dream: 


48 EPISsTLES. 


Prior th' admiring reader entertains 
With Chaucer's humour and with Spenſer'sſtrains. 65 
Waller in Granville lives: when Mira ſings, 
With Waller's hand he ſtrikes the ſounding ſtrings; 
With ſprightly turus his noble genius ſhines, 
And manly ſenſe adorns his eaſy lines. 
On Addiſon's ſweet lays Attention waits, 70 
And filence guards the place while he repeats; 
His Muſe alike on ev'ry {ubject charms, 
Whether ſhe paints the god of Love or Arms : 
la him pathetick Ovid fangs again, 


And Homer's Iliad ſhines in his Campaign, 75 i 
Whenever Garth ſhall raiſe his ſprightly ſong, 4 1 
Senſc flows in eaſy numbers from his tongue; | 1 
Great Phabus in his learned ſon we ſee, | 
Alike in phylick as in poetry. 79 | 0 
When Pope's harmonious Muſe with pleaſureroves | u 
Amid ſt the plains, the murm'ring ſtreams and groves, | F. 
Attentive Echo pleas'd to hear his ſongs, A 
'Thro' the glad ſuade each warbling note prolongs ; | 
His various numbers charm our raviik'd ears, 8 v. 
His ſteady judgment far outſhoots his years, 85 > | I g 
And early in the youth the god appears. 5 Th, 
From theſe ſucceſsful bards collect thy ſtrains, Wi 
And praiſe with profit ſhall reward thy pains : 
Then, while calves' leather binding bears the ſway, y 
And ſheep-ſkin to its ſlecker gloſs gives way; 90 7 


2 


EPISTLES, 49 


While neat old Elzevir is reckon'd better 

Then Pirate Hill's brown ſheets and ſcurvy letter; 
While print-admirers careful Aldus chuſe 

Before John Morphew, or the weekly news; 

So long ſhall live thy praiſe in books of Fame, 

And Tonſon yield to Lintott's lofty name. 96 


AN ELEGIACK EPISTLE. 


TO A FRIENDE, 


I, 

| Faruxy of my youth, ſhedd'ſt thou the pitying tear 
'3 KT Ofer the (ad relicks of my happier days? 
Of nature tender, as of ſoul ſincere, 
Pour'lt thou fur me the melancholy lays? 

| II. 
79 MF Oh! truly ſaid !—the diſtant landſcape bright, 3 
Whoſe vivid colours glitter'd on the eye 
Is faded now, and ſunk in ſhades of night, 
As on ſome chilly eve the cloſing flow'rets die. 


1 III. 
ec had 1 hop'd, when firſt, in happier times, 
l rod the magick paths where Fancy led, 10 


The Muſe to foſter in more friendly climes, 
Where never Mis'ry rear'd its hated head. 

* Written by Mr. Gay, when he laboured under a dejetign 
of ſpirits. 
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50 EPISTLES, 


IV. 
How vain the thought! hope after hope expires! 
Friend after friend, joy after joy, is loſt; 

My deareſt wiſhes feed the fun'ral fires, 13 
And life is purchas'd at too dear a coſt. | 
V. 

Yet could my heart the ſelfiſh comfort know, 
Thar not alone I murmur and complain, 
Well might I find companions in my wa, 
All born to grief, the family of Pain! 20 
VI. 
Full well I know in life's uncertain road 
The thorns of mis'ry are profuſely ſown; 
Full well | know in this low vile abode, 
Beneath the chaſt'ning rod what numbers groan. 
VII. 
Born to a happier ſtate, how many pine 25 
Beneath th' oppreſſor's pow'r, or feel the ſmart 
Of bitter want, or foreign evils join 
Jo the ſad ſymptoms of a broken heart 
Fs VIII. 
How many, fated from their birth to view 
Misfortunes growing with their rip'ning years, 30 
The ſame ſad track, thro' various ſcenes, purſue, 
Scill journeying onward thro' a vale of tears. 
IX. 
To them, alas! what boots the light of heav'n, +» 
Waile ſtill new mis'ries mark their deſtin'd way, 
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Whether to their unhappy lot be giv'n 35 
Death's long ſad night, or life's ſhort buſy day! 
X. 
Me not ſuch themes delight: I more rejoice 
When chance ſome happier, better change I ſee, 
Tho? no ſuch change await my luckleſs choice, 
And mountains riſe between my hopes and me. 40 
XI, 

For why ſhould he who roves the dreary waſte 
0 Still joy on ev'ry ſide to view the gloom ? 

Or when upon the couch of ſickneſs plac'd, 

Well pleas'd ſurvey a hapleſs neighbour's tomb? 

X11. 

If e'er a gleam of comfort glads my ſoul, 45 

If e'er my brow to wonted ſmiles unbends, 

'Tis when the flzeting minutes, as they roll, 
25 Can add one gleam of pleaſure to my friends, 

XIII. 
Ev'n in theſe ſhades, the laſt retreat of grief, 
Some tranſtent bleflings will that thought beſtow; 50 
To Melancholy's ſelf yield ſome relief, 
And cafe the breaſt ſurcharg'd with mortal wo. 
XIV. 
Long has my bark in rudeſt tempeſt toſs'd, 
Buffeted ſeas, and ſtemm'd life's hoſtile wave; 
Suffice it now, in all my wiſhes croſs'd, 55 
To ſeek a peaceful harbour in the grave, 
E ij 


22 Aris Tt. 


XV. 
And when that hour ſhall come, (as come it muſt) 
Ere many moons their waning horns increaſe, 
When this frail frame ſhall mix with kindred duſt, 
And all its fond purſuits and troubles ceaſe : 69 
X V1. 
When thoſe black gates that ever open ſtand, 
P.eccive me on th' irremeable ſhore, 
When life's frail glaſs has run its lateſt ſand, 
And the dull jeſt repeated charms no more: 
XVII. 
Ihen may my Friend weep o'er the fun'ral hearſe, 
Ihen may his preſence gild the awful gloom, 66 
Ard his laſt tribute be ſome mournful verſe, 
To mark the ſpot that holds my ſilent tomb 


XVIII. 
This—and no more: — the reſt let Heav'n provide; 
To which, reſign'd, I truſt my weal or wo, 70 


Ailur'd, howe'er its juſtice ſhall decide, 
To find nought worſe than I have left below. 
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AN ANSWER TO THE 
SOMPNER'S PROLOGUE 


OF CHAUCER, 


IN IMITATION OF CHAUCER'S STYLE, 


Tus Sompner leudly hath his Prologue told, 
And ſaine on the freers his tale japing and bold, 
How that in hell they ſearchen near and wide, 


cr And ne one freer in all thilke place eſpyde; 
But lo! the devil turn'd his erſe about, 5 
And twenty thouſand freers wend in and out; 
ide: By which in Jeoffry's rhyming it appears 
he devil's belly is the hive of freers. 
12 WH Now liftneth lordings! forthwith ye ſhall hear, 
1 Nhat happen'd at a houſe in Lancaſhire, 10 


A miſere that had loads and tenement, 
Vho raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 
ned a houſe which emptye long yſtood, 
all deeply ſited in a derk'niag wood; 
lurm'ring a thallow brook runneth along, 15 
Mong the round ſtones it maken doleful ſong. 
Now there ſpreaden a rumour that everich nigh* 
The rooms thaunted been by many a ſprite, 
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The miller avoucheth, and all there about, 
That they full oftꝰ hearen the helliſh rout; 20 
Some ſaine they hear the jingling of chains, 
And ſome hath yheard the pſautries ſtraines; 
At midnight ſome the headleſs horſe imeet, 
And ſome eſpien a corſe in a white ſheet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin, and elfe, 25 
And ſhapes that fear createn td it ſelfe. 
Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Of prey freersa fair and rich abbaye, 
Where liven a freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derke thro' churchyerds paſs. 
This freer would tye in thilke houſe all night, 31 
In hope he might eſpyen a dreadful ſprite. 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, 
And legends eke of ſaintes, and bookes of prayere: 
He entereth the room, and looketh round about, 35 
And haſpin the door to haſpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put clofe by the bed, 
And in low tone his Ave Marye ſaid. 
With water now beſprinkted hath the floore, 
Aud maken croſs dh keyhole of the doore. 40 
Ne was there not a mouſe-hole in thilke place, 
Bur he y-croſſed has by God his grace: 
He croſſed hath this, and eke he troſſed that, 
With Benedieite, and God knows what. 
Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 4; 
When the clock had juſt ſtricken the twelfth ſoun. 


4; 


tALLS, is 


Bethinketh him tne what the cauſe had ibeen, 


Why many ſprites by mortals have been ſeen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Pletarch hath yſed 
That Czſat's ſprite came to brute His bed; 50 
Of chains that frighten erft Artemidore, 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. 
Hem thinketh that ſorne murdere here been done, 
And he moupht ſee ſome bloodye ghoſt anone, 
Or that ſome orphlines writings here be ſtor d, 55 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he might ſee no ſprite, 
The abbaye mought buy this Rouſe cheap outright, 

As hem thus thinketh, anone aſleep he lies, 
Up ſtarten Sathanas with ſaucer eyes: Go 
He turn'd the freer upon his face downright, 
Diſplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan Sathsnas as he thwack'd him fore, 
Thou didſt forget to guard thy poſtern- door; 
There is an hole which hath not croſſed been: Gg 
Farewell, from whence I came J creepen in. 

Now plain it is ytellen in my verſe, 
If devils in hell bear freers in their erfe, 


On ezrth the devil in freers doth ydwell; 69 
Were there no freers, the devil mought keep in bell, 
WORK FOR A COOPER. 


A man may lead a happy life 
Without that necdful thing a wife; | 


36 TALES 


This long have luſty abbots known 
Who ne'er knew ſpouſes—of their own, 
What tho' your houſe be clean and neat, 3 
With couches, chairs, and beds complete; 
Tho' you each day invite a friend, 
Tho' he ſhould ev'ry diſh commend, 
On Bagſhot-Heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brentford born and bred; 10 
Tho' pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 
Wine worthy of the faireſt toaſt, 
Yet there are other things requir'd; 
Ring, and let's ſee the maid you hir'd— 
Bleſs me! thoſe hands might hold a broom, 15 
Twirle round a mop, and waſh a room. 
A bachelor his maid ſhould keep, 
Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep, 
Let her his humour underſtand, 
And turn to every thing her hand. 20 
Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white; 
What tho? her ſhift be ſeldom ſeen ? 
Let that, tho' coarſe, be always clean 
She might each morn your tea attend, 25 
And on your wriſt your ruffle mend; 
Then if you break a roguiſh jeſt, 
Or ſqueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 
She cries, Oh dear, Sir, don't be naught! 
And bluſhes ſpeak her laſt night's fault. 30 


TALES. 


To you her houſehold cares confide, 

Let your keys gingle at her ſide, 

A footman's blunders teaſe and fret ye, 
Ev'n while you chide you ſmile on Betty. 
Diſcharge him then, if he's too ſpruce, 
For Betty's for his maſter's uſe. 

Will you your am'rous fancy baulk, 
For fear ſome prudiſh neighbour talk ? 
But you'll object, that you re afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid; 

Beſides your wiſer heads will ſay, 

That ſhe who turns her hand this way, 

From one vice to another drawn, 

Will lodge your filver ſpoons im pawn. 

Has not the homely wrinkled jade 

More need to learn the pilf ring trade? 

For love all Betty's wants ſupplies, 
Laces her ſhoes, her manteau dyes, 

All her ſtuff ſuits ſhe flings away, 

And wears thread ſattin ev'ry day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchen fire ? 
When all muſt own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of the Nut, 

As well ſhe ſcours or ſcrubs a floor, 
And ſtill is good for fomething more, 
Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 
> ! knew a prieſt, of conſcience nice, 
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To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſpouſe, 
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Keep Fornication in his houſe. 

But your're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhyme. 
Be ſatisfy d: I'll talk no more, 

For thus my Tale begins. 


Of yore 


There dwelt at Blois a prieſt full fair, 


With rolling eye and criſped hair, 

His chin hung low, his brow was ſleek, 
Plenty lay baſking on his cheek; 
Whole days at cloiſter-grates he ſat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 

So feelingly, the nuns lamented 

That double bars were e'er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeſt, 

With downcaſt eye and heaving breaſt, 
He ſtrok'd her cheek to {till her fear, 
And talk'd of ſins en cavalier : 

Each time enjoin'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child: 

At ev'ry jovial goſlip's feaſt 

Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt ; 
Mirth ſuffer*d not the leaſt reſtraint ; 
He could at will ſhake off the ſaint; . 


Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 


But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, 


And ſhar d the fins which they conſeſt. 
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He kept con veniencies at home. 

His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well- limb'd for ev'ry ſocial duty: 
He meddled with no houſehold cares, 
To her confign'd his whole affairs; 
She of his ſtudy kept the keys, 

For he was ſtudious— of his caſe; 

She had the pow'r of all his locks, 
Could rummage ev'ry cheſt and box; 
Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, 

Not ev'n the cellar was reſtrain'd. 

In troth it was a goodly ſhow, 
Lin'd with full hogſheads all arow ; 
One veſſel, from the rank remov'd, 
Far dearer than the reſt he lov'd. 
Pour faire bone bouche t was ſet aſide, 
To all but choiceſt friends deny'd, 

He now and then would ſend a quart, 
To warm ſome wife's retentive heart 
Againſt confeſhon's ſullen hour; 
Wine has all ſecrets in its pow'r. 

At common feaſts it had been waſte, 
Nor was it fit for layman's taſte. 

If monk or friar were his gueſt, 


They drank it, for they know the beſt. 


Nay, he at length ſo fond was grown, 
Hc always drank it when—alone. 


Yet that he might not always roam, 
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Who ſhall recount his civil labours, 115 

In pious viſits to his neighbours ? 

Whene'er weak huſbands went aſtray, 

He gueſs'd their wives were in the way: 

"Twas then his charity was ſhown, 

He choſe to ſee them when alone. 120 
Now was he bent on cuckoldom : 

He knew Friend Dennis was from home: 

His wife (a poor neglected beauty, 

Defrauded of a huſband's duty) 

Had often told him at confeſhon I25 

How hard ſhe ſtruggled 'gainſt tranſgreſſion. 

He now reſolves, in heat of blood, 

To try how firm her virtue ſtood, 

He knew that wine (to love beſt aid) 

Has oft' made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, 130 

Taught her to romp and take more freedoms, 

Than nymphs train'd up at Smith's or Needham's. 
A mighty bottle ſtraight he choſe, 

Such as might give two friars their doſe : 


Nannette he call'd : the cellar door 135 | 


She ſtraight unlocks, defccnds before 
He follow'd cloſe: but when he ſpies 

His fav'rite caſk, with lifted eyes 

And lifted hands aloud he cries, | 
Heigh day! my darling wine aſtoop ! 
It muſt, alas have ſprung a hoop. 
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That there's a leak is paſt all doubt. 

(Reply'd the maid) I'll find it out. 

She ſets the candle down in haſte, 

Tucks her white apron round her waiſt, 

The hogſhead's mouldy fide aſcends, 

She ſtraddles wide, aud downward bends; 

So low ſhe tovps.to ſeek the flaw, 

Her coats roſe high, her maſter ſaw 

lee he cries-—(thep claſp'd her faſt) 

The leak thro' which my wine has paſt, 
Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, 

And in a trice the leak was mended, 

He found in Nannette all he wanted, 

So Dennis' brows remain'd unplanted. 
Ere lines this time all luſty friars 

(Warm'd with predominant deſires, 

Whene'er the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) 

Look on the ſex as leaky barrels, 

Beware of theſe, ye jealaus Spouſes, 

From ſuch like Coopers guard your houſeg; 

For if they find not work at home, 

For jobs thro' all the town they roam. 


THE EQUIVOCATION. 


Ax abbot rich (whale taſte was good 
Alike in ſcience and in fgod) 
His biſhop had reſolv'd to treat: 
The biſhop came, the hithop ate. 
"elume II. f 
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T was ſilence till their ſtomachs fail'd, 
And now at hereticks they rail'd. 

What hereſy (the prelate ſaid) 

Is in that church where prieſts may wed! 
Do not we take the church for life ? 

But thoſe divorce her for a wife; 

Like laymen keep her in their houſes, 
And own the children of their ſpouſes, 
Vile practices! the abbot cry'd, 

For pious uſe we're ſet aſide 

Shall we take wives: marriage at beſt 

Is but carnality profeſt. 

Now as the biſhop took his glaſs, 

He ſpy'd our abbot's buxom laſs, 

Who croſs'd the room : he mark'd her eye 


'That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 


Fye, Father! fye, (the prelate cries) 

A maid fo young! for ſhame! be wiſe; 
Theſe indiſcretions lend a handle 

To lewd lay tongues to give us ſcandal; 
For your vow's ſake, this rule | give t' ye, 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The prieſt reply'd, I have not ſwerv'd, 
But your chaſte precept well obſerv'd; 
That laſs full twenty-five has told, 

I*ve yet another who's as old; 
Iuto one ſum their ages caſt, 


So both muy maids have fifty paſt, 
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The prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
For why ? his lordſhip did the ſame. 
Let thoſe who reprimand their brothers 
Firſt mend the faults they find in others, 36 


D A TRUE STORY 


OF AN APPARITION, 


Screricxs (whoſe ſtrength of argument makes out 
That wiſdom's deep inquiries end in doubt) 

5 Hold this aſſertion poſitive and clear, 
That ſprites are pure deluſions rais'd by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in preſaging found 5 
Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground, 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' gory ſhade 


20 Theſe ever - doubting diſputants perſuade. 
Straight they with ſmiles reply, Thoſe tales of old 
By viſionary prieſts were made and told. 10 


Oh! might ſome ghoſt at dead of night appear, 

And make you own conviction by your fear! 

| know your ſneers my eaſy faith accuſe, 

That with ſuch idle legends ſcares the Muſe; 

But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprights 15 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights, 

How cleanly milkmaids meet the fairy train, 

How headleſs horſes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer cyeballs known, 
The common ſpectres of each country rown; 20 
Fi 
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l No; I ſuch fables can like you deſpiſe, 
| And laugh to hear theſe nurſe· invented lies: 
4 Yet has not oft” the fraudful guardian's fright 
| Compeli'd him to reſtore an orphan's right ? 
| | And can we doubt that horrid ghoſts aſcend, 25 
Which on the conſtious murd'rer's ſteps attend? 
Rear, then; and let atteſted truth prevail: 
F From faithful lips | learn: the dreadful tale. 
| - Where Arden's foreſt ſpreads its limits wide, 
9 Whoſe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 30 
A trav' Her took his ſolitary way, 
When low beneath the hiſls was ſunk the day. 
And now the ſkies with path'ring darkneſs lour, 
The branches ruſtle with the threaten'd ſhow'r; 
With ſudden blaſts the foreſt murmurs loud, 35 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud; 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeſt roars, | 
And heav'n diſcharges all its wat'ry ſtores, 
The veatd' ring trav'ller ſhelter ſeeks in vain, 
And ſhrinks and ſhivers with the beaten rain; 40 
On his ſteed's neck the flacken'd bridle lay, 


i Who clioſe with cautious ſtep th uncertain way; k 
14 And now he checks the rein, and halts ro hear 1 
| 3 If any noiſe fore told a village near: 0 
1 At length from fat a ſtream of light he ſees 33 5 
} 4 Extend its level ray between the trees; 0 
1 Thither he ſpeeds, and as he nearer came, 


Joyful he knew the lamp's domeſtick flanug 
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That trembled thro'ꝰ the window; croſs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ſtands at bay. 50 
It was an ancient lonely houſe that ſtood 
Upon the borders of the ſpacious wood; 
| Here tow'rs and antique battlements ariſe, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies: 
Some lord this manſion held in days of yore 55 
Te chaſe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 

| How chang'd, alas! from what it once had been! 

5 Tis now degraded to a publick inn. 

Straight he diſmounts, repeats his loud commands; 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands; - 69 
Wich frequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe, 

His houſe was full, and ev'ry bed in uſe. 

What, not a garret, and no ſtraw to ſpare ? 

Why, then, the kitchen fire and elbowchair 

Shall ſerve for once to nod away the night. 65 
The kitchen ever is the ſervants' right, 

Replies the hoſt; there, all the fire around, 

The Count's tir'd footmen ſnore upon the ground. 

The maid, who liſten'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ſtranger's fate 70 
Be brave, ſhe cries, you ſtill may be our gueſt, 

Our haunted room was ever held the beſt; 

If then your valour can the fright ſuſtain, 

Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain, 

It your courageous tongue have pow'r to talk, 7c 
When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall walk; 

6 ii; 
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If you dare aſk it why it leaves its tomb, 
"I ſee your ſheets well air'd, and ſhow the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 

The ſtranger enter'd, for his heart was bold, 80 

The damſel led him thro' a ſpacious hall, 

Where ivy hung the half-demoliſh'd wall; 

She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 
While Fancy tipt the cantlte's flame with blue, 

And now they gain'd the winding ſtair's afcent, 83 
And to the loneſome room of terrours went. | 
When all was ready, ſwift retir'd the maid, 

The watch»lights burn; tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ftranger, and attends the ſprite 

Lill his accuſtom'd walk at dead of night. go 

At firſt he hears the wind with hollow roar 

Shake the looſe lock, and ſwing the creaking door: 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful ſound 

Of rattling chains that dragg'd upon the ground; 
When, lo! the ſpectre came with horrid ſtride, 95 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide! 
In human form the ghaſtful phantom ſtood, 

Expos'd his mangled boſom dy'd with blood; 

Then ſilent pointing to his wounded breaſt, 99 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueſt 
The bed-cords trembled, and with ſhudd'ring fear, 
Sweat chill'd his limbs, high roſe his briſtled hair; 
Then mutt'ring haſty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 
And cry'd aloud, Say whence and who thou art ? 
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The ſtalking ghoſt with hollow voice replies, 103 

Three years are counted ſince with mottal eyes 

I ſaw the ſun, and vital air reſpir'd. 

Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 

Within theſe walls I flept. O thirſt of gain! 

S-e, ſtill the planks the bloody marks retain; 116 

Stretch'> on this very bed, from leep I ſtart, 

And ſee the ſteel impending o'er my heart 

I he barb'rous hoſteſs held the lifted knife, 

The floor ran purple with my gufhing life. 

My trezſure now they ſeize; the golden ſpoil 115 

They bury deep beneath the graſs-grown ſoil, 

Far in the common field. Be bold, ariſe, 

My ſteps ſhall lead thee to the ſecret prize; 

There dig and find; let that thy cate reward : 

Call loud on Juſtice, bid her not retard 120 

To puniſh murder; lay my ghoſt at reſt, 

So ſhall with peace ſecure thy nights be bleſt; 

And when beneath theſe boards my bones are found, 

Decent inter them in fome ſacred grouhd. 
Hereceas'dtheghoſt. Theſtrangerſpringsfrombed, 

And boldly follows where the phantom led. 126 

The half-worn ſtony ſtairs they now deſcend, 

Where paſſages obſcure their arches bend. 

Silent they walk; and now thro' groves they paſs, 

Now thro" wet meadstheir ſteps imprint the graſs; 

At length amidſt a ſpacious freld they came; 13 

3 here ſtops the Spectre, and aſcends in flame, 


68 


1 Amaz'd he ſtood; no-buſh or brier was found 
0 8 5 To teach his morning ſearch to find the ground: 
i | What could he do? the night was hideous dark, 135 
1 Fear ſhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark: 
| With that he ſtarting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
9 But found the golden mark was left in bed. 
1 What 1s the ſtateſman's vaſt ambitious ſcheme, 
1 But a ſhort viſion and a golden dream? 140 
ry Pow'r, wealth, and title, elevate his hope; 
He wakes; but for a garter finds a rope. 143 


THE MAD DOG, 


A ervoe, at morn and ev'ning pray'r, 
Had worn her velvet cuſhion bare; 
Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if ſhe watch'd her ſoaring ſoul; 
And when devotion warm'd the crowd, 3 | 
None ſung or {mote their breaſt fo loud: 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre ſigns of grace. 
Her maſs-book was completely lin'd 

With painted ſaints of various kind; 10 
But when in ev'ry page ſhe view'd 


Fine ladies who the fleſh ſubdu'd, 
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| M As quick her bead» the counted o'er, 

"al She cry'd—<uch wonders are no more! 

* She chole not to delay confellion, 15 

El To beat at once à year's tranſgreſſion, 7 
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But ev'ry week ſet all things even, 
And balanc'd her accounts with Heav'n. 
5 Behold her now, in humble guiſe, 
Upon her knees with downcaſt eyes 
Before the prieſt ; ſhe thus begins, 
And ſobbing, blubbers forth her ſins : 
Who could that tempting man reſiſt ? 
" My virtue languiſh'd as he kiſs'd; 
I ftrove,—till I could ftrive no longer; 
How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ? 
The Father aſk'd her where and when? 
How many ? and what ſort of men ? 
By what degrees her blood was heated? 
How oft” the frailty was repeated? 
Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 
All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench, 
5 The judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of her fault; 
They leer, they ſimper at her ſhame, 
And make her call all things by name. 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 
Preſcribes how oft' to tell her beads ; 
Shows her what ſaints could do her good, 
Doubles her faſts to cool her blocd, 
Fas'd of her ſins, and light as air, 
owey ſhe trips perhaps to pray'r. 
15 *F'was no ſuch thing. Why then this haſte ? 
The clock has ſtruck, the hour is paſt, 
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And on the ſpur of inclination, 

She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſignation. 
Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came, 

And piouſly confeſt the fame : 

The prieſt, who female frailties pity'd, 

Firſt chid her, then her ſins remitted. 
But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 

In penitential ſheets alone ? 

And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow, 

The nightly partner of her pillow ? 

No, none : for next time in the grove 

A bank was conſcious of her love. 
Confeſſion- day was come about, 

And now again it all muſt out : 

She ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes; 

What now ? my Child! the ſather cries, 

Again, ſays ſhe !=—=With threat'ning looks 

He thus the proſtrate dame rebukes. 
Madam, I grant there 's ſomething in it, 

That virtue has th' unguarded minute; 

But pray now tell me what are whores 

But women of unguarded hours ? 

Then you muſt ſure have Joſt all ſhame, 

What, ev'ry day, and ſtill the ſame, 

And no fault elſe! t is ſtrange to ſind 

A woman to one ſin confin'd! 

Pride is this day her darling paſſion, 

The next day ſlander is in faſhion; 
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Gaming ſucceeds; if Fortune croſſes, 
Then virtue's mortgag'd for her loſles; 
By uſe her fav'rite vice ſhe loathes, 
And loves new follies like new clothes; 
But you, beyond all thought unchaſte, 
9 Have all ſin center d near your waiſt! 
Whence is this appetite ſo ſtrong ? 
Say, Madam, did your mother long ? 
Or is it lux'ry and high diet 
That won't let Virtue fleep in quiet ? 
* She tells him now with meekeſt voice, 
That ſhe had never err'd by choice, 
Nor was there known a virgin chaſter, 
Till ruin'd by a ſad diſaſter, 
That ſhe a fav'rite lapdog had, 
60 Which (as ſhe ſtrok'd and kiſs'd) grew mad; 
And on her lip a wound indenting, 
Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 
The prieſt reply'd, with zealous fury, 
You ſhould have ſought the means to cure ye. 
Doctors by various ways, we find, 
Treat theſe diſlempers of the mind, 
Let gaudy ribands be deny'd 
To her who raves with ſcornful pride 
And if religion crack her notions, 
Lock up her volumes of devotions; 
But if for man her rage prevail, 
Bar her the ſight of creatures male, 
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Or elſe to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights, 
They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 
And plunge the patient o'er aud oer. 

The dame reply'd, Alas! in vain 104 

My kindred forc'd me to the main, 

Naked, and in the face of day; 

Look not, ye Fiſhermen! this way : 

What virgin had not done as I did! 

My modeſt hand, by Nature guided, 110 
Debarr'd at onee from human eyes, 

The feat where female honour lies, 

And tho' thrice dipt from top to toe, 

IItill ſecur'd the poſt belaw, 

And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt, 117 
Not one drop thro' my fingers paſt; 

Thus owe I to my baſhful care, 

That all the rage is ſettled there, 

Weigh well the projects of mankind, 
Then tell me, Reader! canſt thou find I 29 
The man from madneſs wholly free? 

They all are mad-—ſave you and me. 

No not the ſtateſman, fop, and wit, 

By daily follies prove they re bit, 

And when the briny cure they try'd, 124 
Some part ſtill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers ſave ; 
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Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
Or in the pocket lightly dive; 130 
Or more expert in pilf 'ring vice, 
They burn and itch to cog the dice. 
Plunge in a courtier, ſtraight his fears 
Direct his hands to ſtop his ears, 
And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 135 
e loves the fland'rer's whiſp'ring voice; 
He hangs on flatt'ry with delight, 
And thinks all fulſome praiſe is right. 
All women dread a wat'ry death; 
They ſhut their lips to hold their breath, 140 
And tho' you duck them ne'er ſo long, 
Not one ſalt drop e er wets their tongue: 
[1 "Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 
And that this member ne'er lies ſtill. 144 


THE QUIDNUNKIES, 


A TALE, 


Hecgſioned by the death of the Dule Regent of France, 
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I low vain are mortal man's endeavours ? 

(Said at Dame Elleot's * Maſter 'I'r—) 

(Good Orleans dead! in truth 't is hard: 

Oh! may all ſtateſmen die prepar'd! 

do foreſee (and for foreſeeing 6 
e equals any man in being) 
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* A Coffechouſe near St, James's. 
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1 The army ne'er can be diſbanded, 
a Il wiſh the King were ſafely landed, 
Ah! Friends! great changes threat the land; 
All France and England at à ſtand! to 
There's Meroweis— mark! ſtrange work! 
And there's the Czar, and there's the Tur 
The Pope—An India merchant by 
Cut ſhort the ſpeech with this reply : 
All at a ſtand! You ſee great changes; Is 
Ah! Sir, you never faw the Ganges: 
There dwell the nations of Quidnunkies, 
(So Monomotapa calls monkies) 
On either bank, froni bough to bough, 
They meet and chat (as we may now) 29 
Whiſpers go round; they grin, they ſhrop, 
They bow, they ſnarl, they ſcratch, they hug; 
And juſt as chance or whim provoke them, 
They either bite their friends or ſtroke them, 
There have I ſeen ſome active prig, 25 
To ſhew his parts, beſtride a twig. 
I- d, how the chatt'ring tribe admire! 
Not that he's wiſer, but he's higher: 
All long to try the vent'rous thing, 
(For pow'r is but to have one's ſwing) 30 
From ſide to fide he ſprings, he ſpurns, 
And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
Thus as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces! 
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Down the ſwift ſtream the wretch is borne, 35 
Never, ah! never to return! | 
Z- ds! what a fall had our dear brother! > 
) Morbleu! cries one, and Damme! th' other; 
The nations give a gen'ral ſcreech, 
None cocks his tail, none claws his breech; 40 
Each trembles for the publick weal, 22 | 
And for awhile forgets to ſteal. 
L Awhile all eyes, intent and Ready, 
Purſue him whirling down the eddy; 
But out of mind when out of view, 45 
Some other mounts the twig anew ; 
And bus'neſs on each monkey ſhore 
29 WM Þ-un5 the ſame track it went before. 42 
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ECLOGUES. 


TRE 
BIRTH OF THE SQUIRE. 
AN ECLOGUE, 


IN IMITATLON OF THE TOLLIO OR IRC IE. 


Ys ſylvan Muſes! loftier ſtrains recite; 

Not all in ſhades and humble cotes delight. 

Hark ! the bells ring; along the diſtant grounds 
The driving gales eonvey the fwelling ſounds : 

Th' attentive ſwain, forgetful of his work, 5 
With gaping wonder leans upon his fork. 

What ſudden news alarms the waking Morn ; 

To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 

Mourn, mourn, ye Stags! and all ye beaſts of Chaſe! 
This hour deftruction brings on all your race. 10 
See the pleas'd tenants duteous off” rings bear, 
Turkeys, and geeſe, and grocer's ſweeteſt ware; 
With the new health the pond'rous tankard flows, 
And old October reddens ev'ry noſe, 

Beagles and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtand, 15 
Kiſs his moiſt lip, and gently lick his hand; 

He joys to hear the ſhrill horn's echoing ſounds, 
And learns to liſp the names of all the hounds, 
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With frothy ale to make his cup o' er flow, 
Barley ſhall in paternal acres grow; 20 
Ihe bee ſhall ſip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, 
To give metheglin for his morning hours; 
For him the cluſt'r ing hop ſhall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard ſparkle in his bowls. 
His fire's exploits he now with wonder bears; 25 
The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy ears; 
How when youth ſtrung his nerves and warm'd hit 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains. [veins, 
He leads the ſtaring infant thro' the hall 
Points out the horny ſpoils that grace the wall; 30 
bells how this ſtag thro' three whole counties fled, 
What rivers ſwam, where bay'd, and where he bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Deſcribes the deſp'rate chaſe, and all his cheats; 
How in one day beneath his furious ſpeed 35 
Ile tir'd ſev'n courſers of the fleeteſt breed; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch, 
When the hound tore the haunches of the witch 
Theſe ſtories, which deſcend from ſon to ſon, 
Ihe forward boy ſhall one day make his own. 40 
Ah ! too fond Mother ! think the time draws nigh 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 
How ſhall his ſpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar ſchools? 
* The moſt common accident to ſportſmen, to hunt a witch 
Aue ape of a hate. 
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Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 45 
Laſh'd into Latin by the tingling rod: 

No, let him never feel that ſmart diſgrace ; 

Why ſhould he wiſer prove than all his race? 

When rip'ning youth with down o'erfhades his chin, 
And ev'ry female eye incites to fin, 30 
'The milkmaid (thoughtleſs of her future fname) 
With ſmacking lip ſhall raiſe his guilty flame : 

The dairy, barn, the hay-loft, and the grove, 

Shall oft” be conſcious of their ſtolen love. 

But think, Priſcilla, on that dreadful time, 55 
When pangs and wat'ry qualms ſhall own thy crime; 
How wilt thou tremble, when thy nipple 's preſt, 
To ſce the white drops bathe thy ſwelling breaſt ! 
Nine moons ſhall publickly divulge thy ſhame, 

And the young Squire foreſtal a father's name, 60 

When twice twelve times the reaper's ſweeping hand 
With levell'd harveſts has beſtrown the land, 

On fam'd St. Hubert's feaſt, his winding horn 

Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the Morn : 
This memorable day his eager ſpeed 65 
Shall urge with bloody heel the riſing ſteed. 

O check the foamy bit! nor tempt thy fate; 

Think on the murders of a five-bar gate! 

Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries: 

Low in the duſt his grov'lling honour lies: 70 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ſtone 

Diſtorts his neck, and cracks the collar-bone. 
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O vent'rous Youth! thy thirſt of game allay ! 

May'ſt thou ſurvive the perils of this day! 

He ſhall ſurvive, and in late years be ſent 75 
To ſnore away debates in Parliament. 

The time ſhall come when his more ſolid ſenſe, 

With nod important, ſhall the laws difpenſe; 

A juſtice with grave juſtices ſhall fit, 

He praiſe their wiſdom, they admire his wit. $80 

No grayhound ſhall attend the tenant's pace, 

No ruſty gun the farmer's chimney grace ; 

Salmons ſhall leave their covers void of fear, 

Nor dread the thieviſh net or triple ſpear; 

Poachers ſhall tremble at his awful name, 8 

Whom vengeance now o'crtakes for murder'd game, 
Aſſiſt me, Bacchus! and ye drunken Pow'rs! 

To ſing his friendſhips and nis midnight hours. 

Why doſt thou glory in thy ſtrength of beer, 
Firm-cork'd, and mellow d till the twentieth year, 90 
Brew'd or when Pheebns warms the fleecy ſign, 

Or when his languid rays in Scorpio ſhine ? 

Think on the mifchiefs which from hence have ſprung! 
t arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue; 

Foul ſcandal to the lying lip affords, 95 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words, 

O where is wiſdom when by this o'erpower'd ? 

The ſtate is cenſur'd, and the maid deflower'd ! 

And wilt thou ſtill, O Squire! brew ale ſo ſtrong ? 
Hear then the dictates of prophetick ſong. 1c9 
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Methinks I ſee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer ; 
Midſt mugs and glaſſes ſhatter'd o'er the floor, 
Dead-drunk his ſervile crew ſupinely ſnore; 
Triumphant, o'er the proſtrate brutes he ſtands, 1c x 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 
Boldly he drinks, and, like his glorious fires, 
ia copious gulps of potent ale expires. 108 


THE TOILETTE. 
A'TOWN ECLOGUE, 


LYDIA. 

Now twenty ſpringshad cloth'd the Park with green, 
vince Lydia knew the bloſſom of fafteen ; 

No lovers now her morning hours moleſt, 

And catch her at her toilette half undreſt: 

The thund'ring knocker wakes the ſtrect no more; 5 
No chairs, no coaches, crowd her ſilent door: 

Her miduights once at cards and Hazard fled, 
Which now, alas! ſhe dreams away in bed: 

And round her wait ſhocks, monkeys, and mockaws, 
Fo fill the place of fops and perjur'd beaus: 19 
In theſe the views the mimickry of man, 

And ſmiles when griuning Pug gallants her fan ; 
When Poll repeats, the ſounds deceive her ear, 

For ſounds, like bis, once told her Damon's care, 
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With theſe alone her tedious mornings paſs, x5 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glaſs . 
ghe ſmooths her brow, and frizzles forth her hairs, 
And fancies youthful dreſs gives youthful airs : 
With crimfon wool fhe fixes ev'ry grace, 
That not a bluſh can difcompoſe her face. 20 
Reclin'd upon her arm ſhe penfive ſate, 
And curs'd th' inconſtancy of youth too late. 

O Youth! O ſpring of life! for ever loſt! 
No more my name ſhall reign the fav'rite toaſt; 
On glaſs no more the di'mond grave my name, 25 
And rhymes miſpell'd record a lover's flame: 
Nor ſhall fideboxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, 
And, as they catch the glance, in rows ariſe 
With humble bows; nor white-glov'd beausencroach, 
In crowds behind to guard me to my coach. 30 
Ah! hapleſs nymph! ſuch conqueſts are no more, 
For Chloe's now what Lydia was before 

Tis true this Chloe boaſts the peach's bloom; 
But does her nearer whifper breathe perfame ? 
I own her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe 5 35 
Yet if you ſaw her unconfin'd by ſtays, 
She doubly to fifteen may make pretence; 
Alike we read it in her face and fenſe, 
Her reputation! but that never yet 
Could check the freedoms of a young coquette. 40 
Why will ye then, vain Fops! her eyes believe? 
Her eyes can, like your per jur'd tongues, deceive. + 
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What ſhall I do? how ſpend the hateful day: 
At chapel ſhall I wear the morn away? 
Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 33 
But ancient matrons with their frizzled tow'rs, 
And gray religious maids? my preſence there, 
Amid that ſober train, would own deſpair ; 
Nor am | yet ſo old, nor is my glance, 
As yet, fix'd wholly to Devotion's trance. 30 
Straight then I dreſs, and take my wonted range 
Thro' ev'ry Indian ſhop thro' all the Change; 
Where the tall jar erects his coſtly pride, 
With antick ſhapes in China's azure dy'd ; 
There careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll'd, 55 
Here ſhines a cabinet with burniſh'd gold; 
But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
*T'was there the raffling dice falſe Damon threw; 
The raffling dice to him decide the prize: 
T was there he firſt convers d with Chloe's eyes; 60 
Hence ſprung th' ill- fated cauſe of all my ſmart, 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart: 
But ſoon thy perj'ry in the gift was found, 
The ſhiver'd China dropp'd upon the ground, 
Sure omen that thy vows would faithleſs prove; Cx 
Frail was thy preſent, frailer is thy love. 
O happy Poll, in wiry priſon pent, 
Thou ne er haſt known what love or rivals meant; 
And Pug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, 
Whone'er believ d the vows that lovers ſwear. 79 
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How am I curſt! (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rivals' ſcorn! 

J Falſe are the looſe coquette's inveigling airs, 
Falſe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falſe is the crinying courtier's plighted word, 73 
Falſe are the dice, when gameſters ſtamp the board, 
Falſe is the ſprightly widow's publick tear, 


0 Yet theſe to Damon's oaths are all ſincere. 
e Fly from perfidious man, the ſex diſdain, 
Let ſervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. 8 


Damon is pcaRis'd in the modith life, 
Can hate, and yer be civil to a wife. 

'c He games, he ſwears, he drinks, he fights, he roves, 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 
Miſtreſs and wife can well ſupply his need, 85 
A miſs for pleaſure, and a wiſe for breed, 
But Chloe's air is nnconfin'd and gay, 

6a And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay; 
Perhaps her patient temper can behold 
The rival of her love adorn'd with gold : o 
Powder'd with di'monds, free from thought and care, 
A huſband's ſullen humour ſhe can bear. 


Cx Why are theſe fobs? and why theſe ſtreaming eyes? 
s love the cauſe ? No, I the ſex deſpiſe : 
I hate, I loath his baſe perfidious name: 95 
, Yet if he ſhould but feign a rival flame? 


But Chloe boaſts and triumphs in my pains, 
70 To her he's faithful, 't is to mee feigns. 
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Thus lovefick Lydia rav'd. Her maid appears; 
A band-box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears. 1c0 
How well this riband's gloſs becomes your face! 
She cries, in raptures; then, ſo ſweet a lace! 
How charmingly you look! ſo bright! ſo fair! 
*Tis to your eyes the headdreſs owes its air. 
Straight Lydia ſmil'd ; the comb adjuſts her locks, 
And at the playhouſe Harry keeps her box. 10 6 


THE TEA-TABLE. 
A TOWN ECLOGUE, 


DORTS, MELANTIE. 


Saint James's noonday bell for pray'rs had toll'd, 
And coaches to the patron's levee roll'd, 
When Doris roſe : and now thro? all the room, 
From flow'ry tea, exhales a fragrant fume, 
Cup after cup they ſipt, and talk'd by fits, $ 
For Doris here, and there Melanthe fits. 
Doris was young, a laughter-loving dame, 
Nice of her own alike and others fame: 
'Melanthe's tongue could well a tale advance, 
And ſooner gave than ſunk a circumſtance : 10 
Lock'd in her mem'ry ſecrets never dy d; 
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply'd. 

DoR1s. Sylvia the vain fantaſtick fop admires, 


The rake's looſe gallantry her boſom fires, 
4 
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Sylvia like that is vain, like this ſhe roves, © 15 

In liking them ſhe but herſelf approves. _. - 
MELAN. Laura rails on at men, the ſex reviles, 

Their voice condemns, or at their folly ſmiles : 

Why Mould het tongue in juſt reſentment fail, 

Since men at her with equal freedom rail? 20 
DGR1s, Laſtmaſquerade was Sylvianymphlikeſeen, 

Her hand a crovk ſuſtain'd, her dreſs was green; 

An am'rous ſhepherd led her thfo' the crowd; 

The nymph was innocent, the ſhepherd vow'd ; 

But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds traſt, 25 

So both withdrew, as nymph and ſhepherd muſt. 
MELAN. Name but the licenſe of the modern tage, 

Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage ; 

The whining tragick love ſhe ſcarce can bear, 

But nauſeous comedy ne'er fhock'd her ear; 39 

Yet in the gall'ry mobb'd, ſhe fits. fecure, 

And laughs at jeſts that turn the box demure. 
Dok1s.Truſtnot,yeLadies! to your beauty's pow'r, 

For beauty withers like a ſhrivell'd flow'r ; 

Yet thoſe fair fow'rs that Sylvia's temples bind 35 

Fade not with ſudden blights or winter's wind; 

Like thoſe her face defies the rolling years, 

For Art her roſes and her charms repairs. 
MELAN, Laura deſpiſes ev'ry outward grace, 

The wanton ſparkling eye, the blooming face; 40 

The beauties of the ſoul are all her pride, 

For other beauties Nature has deny d; 
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a | Tf affectation ſhows a beauteous mind, 
Y Lives there a man to Laura's merits blind. 

noR18, Sylvia, be ſure, defies the Town's reproach, 
Whoſe diſhabille is ſoil'd in hackney-coach ; 46 
What tho? the ſaſh was clos'd ? muſt we conclude 


n 


4 That ſhe was yielding when her fop was rude ? 
| MELAN. Laura learn'd caution at too dear a coſt : 1 
1 What fair could e'er retrieve her honour loſt? 50 | 
* Secret ſhe loves; and wow the nymph can blame, 
1 Who durſt not own a footman's vulgar flame ? [ 
'F DoR1s, Tho' Laura's homely taſte deſcends ſo low, I 
1 Her footman well may vie with Sylvia's beau. 54 P 
MELAN. Yet why ſhould Laura think it a diſgrace, 
When proud Miranda's groom wears Flanders' lace ? $] 
pok1s. What tho' for muſick Cynthio boaſtsan ear? | 
Robin perhaps can hum an opera air, VM 
Cynthio can bow, takes ſnuff, and dances well : T 
Robin talks common ſenſe, can write and ſpell : 60 Su 
Sylvia's vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires, 
But 'tis the man alone who Laura fires, Ye 
MELAN. Plato's wiſe morals Laura's ſou] improve, He 
And this, no doubt, muſt be Platonick love ! Su. 
Her ſoul to gen'rous acts was till inclin'd ; 65 
f \ What ſhows more virtue than an humble mind ? Wi 
DoR1ts. What tho'young Sylvia love the Park's cool MW Lat 
7 And wander in the duſk the ſecret glade? ſſhade, MW Th 


Maſk'd and alone (by chance) ſhe met her ſpark ; ls d 
That innocence is weak which ſhuns the dark, 70 Win; 
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MELAN. But Laura for her flame has no pretence; 
Her footman is a footman too in ſenſe. 

All prudes l hate; and thoſe are rightly curſt 
With ſcandal's double load who cenſure firſt. 

pok1s. And what if Cynthio Sylvia's garter ty'd! 
Who ſuch a foot and ſuch a leg would hide, 76 
When crook-knee'd Phillis can expoſe to view 
Her gold-clock'd ſtocking, and her tawdry ſhoe ? 

MELAN. If pure devotion centre in the face, 

If cens'ring others ſhew intrinſick grace, 80 
If guilt to publick freedoms be confin'd, 
Prudes (all muſt own) are of the holy kind! 

+ DORIS. Sylvia diſdains reſerve, and flies conſtraint; 
She neither is, nor would be thought a ſaint. 

EAN. Love is a trivial paſſion, Laura cries; 8g 
May I be bleſt with Friendſhip's ſtricter ties. 

To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commend; 
Sure the whole drawingroom is Laura's friend, 

DoRIS, At marriage Sylvia rails; who men would 
Yet huſbands' jealouſies are ſometimes juſt, [truſt ? 
Her favours Sylvia ſhares among mankind ; gr 
Such generous love ſhould never be confin'd. 

As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, 
With thund'ring raps the brazen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sylvia came; the nymphs ariſe, 95 
This unexpected viſit, Doris cries, 
ls doubly kind! Melanthe Laura led; 

Since I was laſt ſo bleſt, my dear, ſhe ſaid, 
H ij 
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Sure 't is an age! They fate; the hour was ſet; 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 1co 


THE FUNERAL. 
ATOWN ECLOGUE, 


SABINA, LUCY. 


T w:ice had the moon porform'd her monthly race, 
f. Since firſt the veil o ercaſt Sabina's face: 

4 Then dy'd the tender partner of her bed; 

3 And lives Sabina when Fidelio 's dead? 

Fidelio 's dead, and yet Sabina lives: | $ 
Put ſee, the tribute of her tears ſhe gives. 

Their abſent lord her rooms in ſable mourn, 

And all the day the glimm'ring tapers burn; 
Stretch'd on the couch of tate ſhe penſive lies, 
While oft” the ſnowy cambrick wipes her eyes. 10 
Now enter'd Lucy: truſty Lucy knew 

To roll a fleeve, or bear a billet-doux ; 

Her ready tongue, in fecret ſervice try'd, 

With equal fluency ſpoke truth or ly'd : 

She well could fluſh or humble a gallant, 15 
And ſerve at once as maid aud confidant. 

A letter from her faithful ſtays ſhe took; 

Sabina ſnatch'd it with an angry look, 

And thus in haſty words her grief confeſt, 

While Lucy ſtrove to ſooth her troubled breaſt. 20 
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AB. What, till Myrtillo's hand! his flame I ſcorn; 
Give back his paſſion with the ſeal untorn, 
To break our ſoft repoſe has man a right? 
And are we doom'd to read whate'er they write ? 
Not all the ſex my firm reſolves ſhall move; 25 
My life 's a life of ſorrow, not of love. 
May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 
And Celia's paleneſs ſicken o'er my face; 
May fops of mine, as Flavia's favours, boaſt, 
And coquettes triumph in my honour loſt; 30 
May cards employ my nights, and never more 
May theſe curſt eyes behold a Matadore ! 
Break China, periſh Shock, die perroquet! 
When I Fidelio's dearer love forget. 
Fidelio's judgment ſcorn'd the foppiſh train, 35 
His air was eaſy, and his dreſs was plain; 
His words fincere, reſpect his preſence drew, 
And on his lips ſweet converſation grew. 

Where's Wit, where's Beauty, where is Virtue fled? 
Alas! they re now no more; Fidelio's dead! 40 
LUCY, Yet when he liv'd he wanted ev'ry grace; 

That eaſy air was then an awkward pace : 

Have not your ſighs in whiſpers often ſaid, 

His dreſs was flovenly, his ſpeech ill-bred? 

Have not I heard you, with a ſecret tear, ” 

Call that ſweet converſe ſullen and ſevere ? 

Think not I come to take Myrtillo's part, 

Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris, ſhare his heart: 
H 11 
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Let Cloe's love in ev'ry year expreſs 

His graceful perſon and genteel addreſs: 30 

All well may judge what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 

Vho can be ſilent to admire his wit. 

His equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 

But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love. 

Sooner ſhall gits in faſhions guide the court, 55 

And beaus upon the buſy Change reſort; 

Sooner the nation ſha!]l from ſnuff be freed, 

And ſops' apartments ſmoke with India's weed 

Sooner | 'd wiſh and ſigh thro' nunn'ry grates, 

Than recommend the flame Sabina hates, 60 

sa. Becauſe ſome widows are in haſte ſubdu'd, 

Shall ev'ry fop upon our tears intrude ? 

Can | forget my lov'd Fidelio's tongue, 

Soft as the warbling of Italian ſong ? 

Did not his roſy lips breathe forth perfume, 65 

Tragrant as teams from tea's imperial bloom? 
LUCY. Yet once you thought that tongue a greater 

Than ſqualls of children for an abſent nurſe, . [curſe 

tHeve you not fancy'd in his frequent kiſs 

3h ungrateful leavings of a filthy miſs ? 70 
g Love! I thy pow'r defy; no ſecond flame 

Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio's name. 

Fann'ia without a tear might loſe her lord 

Who ne'cr enjoy'd his preſence but at board. 

And why ſhould ſorrow fit on Leſbia's face? 7% 

Ars there ſuch comforts in a ſot's embrace! 
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No friend, no lover, is to Leſbia dead, 
For Leſbia long had known a ſep'rate bed, 

Guſh forth, ye Tears! waſte, waſte, yeSighs! my breaſt, 
My days, my nights, were by Fidelio bleſt ! 80 
Lucy. You cannot ſure forget how oft' you ſaid 

His teaſing fondneſs jealouſy betray'd ! | 
When at the play the neighb'ring box he took, 

Yet thought you read ſuſpicion in his loox; 

When cards and counters flew around the board, 85 
Have you not wiſſid the abſence of your lord! | 
His company was then a poor pretence 

To check the freedoms of a wife's expenſe ! 

s AB. But why ſhould I Myrtillo's paſſion blame, 
Since love 's a fierce involuntary flame? 90 
| Lucy. Could he the ſallies of his heart withſtand, 

Why ſhould he not to Chloe give his hand ? 
For Chloe's handſome; yet he lights her flame; 
Laſt night ſhe fainted at Sabina's name. 
Why, Daphne, doit thou blame Sabina's charms? 95 
Sabina keeps no lover from thy arms. | 
At Crimp Myrtillo play'd; in kind regards 
Doris threw love, unmindful of the cards : 
Doris was touch'd with ſpleen ; her fan he rent, 
Flew from the table, and to tears gave vent. Ico 
Why, Doris! doſt thou curſe Sabina's eyes? 
To her Myrtillo is a vulgar prize. 

$48. Vet ſay Ilov'd; how loud would cenſure rail, 
So ſoon to quit the duties of the veil! | 


* 9. Dots dealtlove; he only deal; the cards. imo edit. 1767. 
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No, ſooner plays and op'ras I'd forſwear, te 

And change theſe China jars for Tunbridge ware, 

Or truſt my mother as a confidant, 

Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt. 

Than till—to-morrow throw my weeds away. 

Yet let me ſee him if he comes to-day! 110 
Haſty ſhe ſnatch'd the letter, tore the ſeal; 

She read, and bluſhes glow'd beneath the veil, 112 


ECLOGUES, 


THE ESPOUSAL. 
A SOBER ECLOGUE 
Between two of the people called Dnakere. 
CALEB, TABLTHA. 


Bzx AT the ſhadow of a beaver hat 

Meek Caleb at a ſilent meeting ſat; 

His eyeballs oft' forgot the holy trance, 

While Tabitha demure return'd the glance. 

The meeting ended, Caleb ſilence broke, * 
And Tabitha her inward yearnings ſpoke. 

CALEB, Beloved! ſce how all things follow love; 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove diſports with dove: 
Yet fondled lambs their innocence ſecure, 

And none can call the turtle's bill impure. 10 
O faireſt of our Siſters ! let me be 
The billing dove and fondling lamb to thee. 

rag But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 

Elect a mate among the ſober kind; 
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Not the mockaws, all deck'd in ſcarlet pride, 13 
Entice their mild and modeſt hearts aſide; 

But thou, vain Man! beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 
Doteſt on ribands, flounces, furbelows. 

If thy falſe heart he fond of taw dry dyes, 

Go, wed the painted arch in ſummer ſxies; 20 
Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 

Strong at the firſt, but paſſeth ſoon away. 

ALB. Name not the frailties of my youthful days, 
When Vice miſled me thro' the harlot's ways; 
When I with wanton look thy fex beheld, 25 
And Nature-with each wanton look rebell'd; 

Then party-colour'd Pride my heart might move 
With lace, the net to catch unhallow'd love. 
All ſuch-like love is fading as the flow'r, 

Springs in à day, and withereth in an hour: 30 
But now l feel the Spouſal love within, 

And Spouſal love no Siſter holds a fin. 

TABLT. | know thou longeſt for the flaunting maid ; 
Thy falſehood own, and ſay I am berray'd: 

The tongue of man is bliſter d o'er with lies, 33 
But truth is ever read in woman's eyes: 

O that my lip obey d a tongue like thine? 

Or that thine eye bewray'd a love like mine! 

CALEB. How bitter are thy words! forbear toteaſe: 
too might blame-—but love delights to pleaſe. 40 
Why ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt the ſun 
Painted the downy peach of Newington, 
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Joſiah led thee thro' the garden's walk, 
And mingled melting kiſſes with his talk? 
Ah! Jealauſy! turn, turn thine eyes aſide, 45 
How can I ſee that watch adorn thy ſide ? 
For verily no gift the Siſters take 
For luſt of gain, but for the giver's ſake. 

TABLT, I own Joſiah gave the golden toy, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare employ : 50 
When Caleb hath aſſign'd ſome happy day, 
look on this and chide the hour's delay: 
And when Joſiah would his love purſue, 
On this I look, and ſhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move; 55 
The only preſent Love demands is love. 

CALEB, Ah! Tabitha! to hear theſe words of thine, 
My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 
When to the Brethren firſt, with fervent zeal], 

The Spirit mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 60 
lo did [joy thy trembling lip to ſee 
Red as the cherry from the Kentiſh tree ? 
When ecſtaſy had warm'd thy look ſo meek, 
Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek. 
With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thine eyes, 
How did thy words provoke the Brethren's ſighs! 66 
Words that with holy ſighs might others move, 
But, Tabitha! my ſighs were ſighs of love. 

TABIT. Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt ? 
Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaſt ? 70 
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Then hear me, Caleb! witneſs what I ſpeak, 

This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break; 

Sooner | would bedeck my brow with lace, 

And with immodeſt fav'rites ſhade my face, 

Sooner, like Babylon's lewd whore, be dreſt 75 

In flaring di monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 

Gr make a curtſy in cathedral pew, 

Than prove inconſtant while my Caleb's true. 
CALEB, When | prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 

Teachers ſhall dance a jig at country-wake; 80 

Brethren unbeaver'd then ſhall bow their head, 

And with profane mince-pies our babes be fed. 
TABIT. If that Joſiah were with paſſion fir'd, 

Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt inſpir'd; 

In ſteady love tho' he might perſevere, 85 

Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, 

And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 

Light as the feather on the head of beaus; 

Yet 1 for thee would all thy ſex reſign, 

viſters! take all the reſt—be Caleb mine. 90 
cALE B. Tho' I had all that ſinful love afforgs, 

And all the concubines of all the lords, 

Whoſe couches creak with whoredome's ſinful ſhame, 

Whoſe velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame; 

Ev'n in the harlot's hall I would not ſip 95 

The dew of lewdneſs from her lying lip 

d aun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 

More ſweet than powder which the merchants ſell: 
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O ſolace me with kiſſes, pure like thine! 

Enjoy, ye Lords! the wanton concubine. x00 
The ſpring now calls us forth; come, Siſter ! come, 
To ſee the primroſe and the daiſy bloom. 

Let ceremony bind the worldly pair, 

Siſters eſteem the Brethren's word fincere. 

TABIT. Eſpouſals are but forms. O lead me hence, 
For ſecret love can never give offence. 106 
Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 
True love is nature unreftrain'd by law. 

This tenet all the holy ſect allows; 
So Tabitha took earneſt of a ſpouſe, 110 
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"SWEET WILLIAM'S FAREWELL 


TO BLACK-EY'D SUSAN, 
mmm | 
I. 

Arx in the Downs the fleet was moor'd; 

The {treamers waving in the wind, 

When Black-ey'd Suſan came aboard: 

Oh! where ſhall | my truelove find! 

Tell me; ye jovial Sailors! tell me true, 

It my ſweet William fails among the crew. 
II. 

William, who high upon the yard 

Rock'd with the billow to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 

The cord ſlides ſwiſcly thro' his glowing hands, 

And (quick as lightning) on the deck he ſtands. 
Il. 

do the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 

Shuts eloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 

If chance his mate's ſhrill call he hear) 

And drops at once into her neſt. 

The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 

Might envy William's lip thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 

Volume JI. | 
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IV. 
O 3uſan! Suſan! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear; 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds! my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
V. 
Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They 'lI tell thee ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find, 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er | go. 
—_— 
If to far India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory, ſo white. 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue, 
VIE. 
Tho' battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet, ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return, 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
I. eſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
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VIII. 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful word; 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; | 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard : 45 
They kiſs'd; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his head: N 
Her leſs' ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 48 


THE LADY'S LAMENTATION. 
4 BALLAD. 


I. 
Parr Lip, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ſtream, 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow: 
What, alas! ſhould fill her head, 
But a fountain or a mead, 4 
Water and a willow? 
II. 
Love in cities never dwells ; 
He delights in rural cells 
Which ſweet woodbine covers. «| ag 
What are your aſſemblies then! 11 8G 
There, 't is true, we ſee more men, i 
But much fewer lovers. | -1 ++ 27H 
III. 
Oh! how chang'd the proſpect grows! 
Flocks and herds to fops and beaus, 
Coxcombs without number | 15 
In 
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Moon and ſtars that ſhone ſo-bright, 
To the torch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at ombre. 

x IV. 

Pleaſant as it is tohear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our own mothers; 

Tn the chitchat of the day, 

To us is paid when we 're away 
What we lent to others. 

5 V. 

Tho' the fay'rite toaſt I reign, 

Wine, they ſay, that prompts the wy 
Heightens defamation. 

Muſt I live *twixt ſpite and fear, 
Ex'ry day grow handſomer, 

And loſe my reputation? 

VI. 

Thus the fair to ſighs gave way, 
Her empty purſe beſide her lay: 
Nymph! ah, ceaſe thy ſorrow. 

'Tho' curs'd Fortune frown to-night, 


This odious town can give delight 


If you win to-morrow. 
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DAMON AND cupID. 


A SONG. 


I, 
Tur ſun was now withdrawn, 
The ſhepherds' home were ſped, 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 
Her ſilver mantle ſpread, 
When Damon ſtay'd behind, 5 
And ſaunter'd in the grove, 
5 Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 
And give me love for love? 
II. 
Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 
When love, de void of cares, 10 
10 In all Arcadia's bow'rs 
I odg*d ſwains end nymphs by pairs: 
Put now from wood and plain 
Fes ev'ry ſprightly laſs, 
No joys for me remain T5 
la ſhades or on the graſs. 
III. 
36 The winged Boy draws near, 
And thus the ſwain reproves. 
While beauty revell'd here, 
My game lay in the groves; 29 
Liij 
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At court I never fail 
To ſeatter round my arrows, 
Men fall as thick as hail, 
And maidens love like ſparrows. 
+ 
Then, Swain! if me you need, 23 
Straight lay your ſheephook a 3 | 
Throw by your oaten reed, 
And haſte away to Town : 


So well I'm known at court, | 
None aſks where Cupid dwells, 30 a 
But readily reſort | h 
ToB n's or L- I's. 33 I 
DAPHNIS AND CHLOE. F 
nat Ky y 
A SONG. | N 
| I. 0 
Darn xis food penſi ve in the ſhade 0 
With arms acroſs and head reclin'd; 'T 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, Cc 
And fighs reliev'd his loveſick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, ; As 
Looks, ſighs, and actions, ſeem'd to ſay My 
My Chloe 1s unkind. Suc 
II. An. 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats? v 
The 


Ye Larks! ye Linnets! ceaſe your ſtrains; 
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| faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 
My Chloe's voice that wales my pains: 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear? 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 
| III. 

As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
De jected as the lonely dove, 
Sweet ſounds broke gently thro' the ads 
feel the ſound, my heartſtrings move. 
'T'was not the nightingale that ſung ; 
No, it is my Chloe's ſweeter tongue. 
Hark, hark, what ſays my love! 

IV. 
How fooliſh is the nymph (ſhe cries) 
Who trifles with her lover's pain! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O Daphnis! Daphnis! 't was my pride, 
T was not my heart thy love deny'd ; 
Come back, dear youth, again. 

V. 
As t' other day my hand he ſeiz'd, 
My blood with thrilling motion flew; 
Sudden | put on looks diſpleas'd, 
And haſty from his hold withdrew, 
"I'was fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain ; 
Then hadf thou preſt my hand again, 
My heart had yielded too! 
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VI. 
"Tis true thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Think not thy ſkill in ſong defam'd, 
That lip ſhould other pleaſure ſeek : 
Much, much thy muſick I approve 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. 

VIl. 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd; 
Daphnis I fear is ever gone; 
Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd ; 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear Shepherd! come away, 
My tongue would now my heart obey. 
Ah! Chloe! thou att won, 

VIII. 
The youth ſtepp'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay : 
At laſt in broken words ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd, 
Bur I am loſt to-day! 
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COQUETTE mn AND babenrrn. 


30 . 
* 
Ar the cloſe of the day, 
When the beanflow'r and hay 
Breath'd odours in ev'ry wind, - 
Love enliven'd the veins 
Of the damſels and ſwains, 
Each glance and each action was kind. 
II. 
Nlolly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and ſat on each knee, 
Fond ecſtaſy ſwam in her eyes. 
See, thy mother is near, 
Hark ! ſhe calls thee to hear 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 
Hb, 
Haſt thou ſeen the blithe dove 
Stretch her neck to her love, 
Ail gloſſy with purple and gold! 
It a kiſs he obtain, 
She returns it again; 
Vhat follows you need not be told. 
IV. 
Look ye, Mother! ſhe ery'd, 
Y ou inſtruct me in pride, 


And men by — manners are won: 
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She who trifles with all 
Is leſs likely to fall 
Than ſhe who but trifles with one. 
Wo 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, 25 
Leſt by ſudden ſurpriſe (ud 27 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry vein : 
Take a ſhepherd for life, 
And when once you 're a wife, 


You ſafely may trifle again. 30 


F 
Molly ſmiling reply'd, 
Then I'll ſoon he a bride; 
Old Roger has gold in his cheſt : 
But I thought all you wives 
Choſe a man for your lives, 


And trifled no more with the reſt. 36 


MOLLY MOG:_ 
PP ES OR 
THE FAIR MAID OF THE INN, 
CRETE” 
I. 


Sars my uncle, I pray you diſcover 
What hath been the cauſe of your woes, 


* This Ballad was written on an innkeeper's daughter at 
Oakingham in Berkthire, who in her youth was a celebrated 
deauty and toaſt, She lived to a very advanced age, dying fo 
lately as the month of March 1766, 


* 
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That you pine and you whine like a lover? 
—] have ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe. 
I. | 
O nephew ! your grief is but folly, 5 
In Town you may find better prog; 
Half-a-crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mog. 
III. 
I know that by wits t is recited 
That women at beſt are a clog; Io 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving of ſweet Molly Mog. r * 
W. 
The ſchoolboy's deſire is a playday, 
The ſchoolmaſter's joy is to flog; | 
The milkmaid's delight is on Mayday, 15 
ö But mine is on ſweet Molly Mog. | 
Vs 
Will-a-wiſp leads the traveller gadding 
Thro' ditch, and thro' quagmire, and bog; 
But no light can ſet me a madding 
Like the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mog. 20 
VI. | | 
For guineas in other men's breeches 
Your gameſters will palm and will cog ; 
But I envy them none of their riches, 


— do I may win ſweet Molly Mog. 
e 
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VII. 


The heart when half wounded is changing, | 


It here and there leaps like a frog ; 
But my heart can never be ranging, 
Tis fixt upon ſweet Molly Mog. 

VIII. 
Who follows all ladies of pleaſure, 
in pleaſure is thought but a hog; 
All the ſex cannot give ſo good meaſure 
Of joys as my ſweet Molly Mog. 

IX. 
I feel I 'm in love to diſtraction, 
My ſenſes all loſt in a fog, 
And nothing can give ſatisfaction 
But thinking of ſweet Molly Mog. 

X, 

A letter when I am enditing, 
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog, 
And I fill all the paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mog. 

XI. 
If I would not give up the three graces 
I with I were hang' d like a dog, 
And at court all the drawingroom faces, 
For a glance of my ſweet Molly Mog. 

| XII. 

Thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log; 
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Juno, Venus, and Pallas' merit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mog. 
XIII. 
Thoſe who, toaſt all the family royal 
In bumpers of Hegan and Nog, 
Have hearts not more true or more leyal 
Than mine to my ſweet Molly Mog. 
AI. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another eclogue, 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 
He 'd give up for ſweet Molly Mog. 
XV. 
When ſhe ſmiles on each gueſt like her liquor, 
Then jealouſy ſets me agog ; 
To be ſure ſhe *s a bit for the Vicar, 
And fo I ſhall loſe Molly Mog. 


BALLAD. 


I, 

Or all the girls that &er was ſeen, 
There's none ſo fine as Nelly, 
For charming face, and ſhape, and mien, 
And what's not fit to tell ye. 
Oh! the turn'd neck, and ſmooth white ſkin 
Of lovely, deareſt Nelly ! | 
For many a ſwain it well had been 
Had ſhe ne'er been at Calai. 
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4 4 
For when as Nelly came to France, 
(Invited by her couſins) 10 
Acroſs the Tuilleries each glance 
Kill'd Frenchmen by whole dozens. 
The king, as he at dinner fit, 
Did becken to his huſſar, 
And bid him bring his tabby cat 13 
For charming Nell to buſs her. 

| III. 
The ladies were with rage provok'd 
To ſee her ſo reſpected ; 
The men look'd arch, as Nelly ſtrok'd, 
And puſs her tail erected. 20 
But not a man did look employ, 
Except on pretty Nelly ; 
Then ſaid the Duke de Villeroy, 
Ab! quelle ef7 bien folie! 

IV. 

But who's that great philoſopher 25 
'Fhat carefully looks at her ? 
By his concern it ſhould appear 
"The fair one is his daughter. 
Ma fey! (quoth then a courtier fly) 
He on his child does leer too; 39 
I wiſh he has no mind to try 
What ſome papas will here do. 
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The courtiers all, with one accord, 
Broke out in Nelly's praiſes, 
Admir'd her roſe, and lys fans farde, 
(Which are your termes Francoiſes.) 
Then might you ſee a painted ring 
Of dames that ſtood by Nelly; 
She like the pride of all the ſpring, 
And they like feurs de palais. 

VI. 
in Marli's gardens, and St. Clou, 
1 ſaw this charming Nelly, 


Where ſhameleſs nymphs, expos'd to view, i 


Stand naked in each alley: 
But Venus had a brazen face 
Both at Verſailles and Meudan, 
Or elſe ſhe had reſign d her place, 
And left the ſtone ſhe ſtood on. 

„ . 
Were Nelly's figure mounted thexe, 
Twould put down all th' Italian: 
Lord! how thoſe foreigners would Rare! 
But I ſhould turn Pygmalion : 
For ſpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 
Me nothing can delight ſo, 
As does that part that lies between 
Her leſt toe and her right toe. 
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| 
5 A BALLAD 
ON QUADRILLEs 
| . 
1 Wurw as Corruption hence did go, 
| | Aud left the nation free 
| When Ay faid ay, and No faid no, 
1 Without or place or fee; 
r Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 3 
| Sent forth his ſpirit, call'd Quadrille. 
Quadrille, Quadrille, Cc. 
II. 

N Hings, queens, and knaves, made up his pack, 
. And four fair ſuits he wore; 
| His troops they were with red and black 10 
il All blotch'd and ſpotted o'er; 
þ And ev'ry houſe, go where you will, 
| Is haunted by this imp Quadrille, c. 

| III. 
if Sure cards he has for ev'ry thing, 
ji Which well Court-cards they name, 15 
And ſtateſman like calls in the king 
To help out a bad game; 
But if the parties manage ill, 


The king is forc'd to leſe Codille, &. 
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IV. 
When two and two were met of old, 20 
Tho” they ne'er meant to marry, 
They were in Cupid's books enrall'd, 
And call'd a Party Quarree; 
But now meet when and where you will, 
A Party Duarree 1s Quadrille, e. 25 i 

V. 
The commoner, the knight, and peer, | 
Men of all ranks and fame, 
Leave to their wives the only care 
To propagate their name; 
And well that duty they fulfil 
When the good huſband's at Quadrilic, &. 

VI. 
When patients lie in pitcous caſe, | 
In comes th' apothecary, 
And to the doctor cries, Alas! 
Non debes Cuadrillare: 35 
The patient dies without a pill, 
For why? the doctor 's at Qaadrille, Ce. 2 

VII. 
Should France and Spain again grow loud, 
The Muſcovite grow louder, 
Britain to curb her neighbours proud, 40 
Would want both ball and powder; 
Muſt want both ſword and gun to kill: 
For why? the general 's at Quadrille, e. 
EK vj 
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VIII. 
The king of late drew forth his ſword, 
(Thank God 't was not in wrath) 45 
And made of many a ſquire and lord, 
An unwaſh'd knight of Bath: 
What are their feats of arms and ſkill ? 
They 're but nine parties at Quadrille, Cc. 
IX. 7 
A party late at Cambray met, 30 
j Which drew all Europe's eyes; 

4 Twas call'd in Poſtboy and Gazette 
q The Quadruple Allies; 
| But ſomebody took ſomething u. 
| So broke this party at Quadrille, c. 55 
X. 
x And now, God ſave this noble realm, 
4 And God ſave eke Hanover; 
if And God fave thoſe who hold the helm, 
When as the King goes over ; 
But let the King go where he will, - 60 
Hi ſubjecto muſt play at Quadrille. 

Quadrille, Quadrille, Oc. 62 
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A NEW SONG 


OF NEW SIMILIES, 


My paſhon is as muſtard ſtrong ; 
I fit all ſober ſad; 

Drunk as a piper all day long, 

Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow; 

I drink, yet cann't forget her; 
For tho' as drunk as David's ſow, 
I love her {till the betrer. 

Pert as a pear-monger Id be, 
If Molly were but kind; 

Cool as a cucumber could ſee 
The reſt of womankind. 

Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ftare, 
Andeye her o'er and o'er; 

Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 
Sleek as a mouſe before. 

Plump as a partridge was I known, 
And ſoft as filk my ſkin, | 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown, 
But as a groat now thin! 

I melancholy as a cat 
Am kept awake to weep; 

But ſhe inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a top can ſleep, 


irs 
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Hard is her heart as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 
And merry as a grig is grown, 
And briſk as bettled ale. 

Ihe god of Love at her approach 
Is buſy as a bee; 
Hearts ſound as any bell or roach, 
Are ſmit and ſigh like me. 

Ah me! as thick as hops or hal 
The fine men crowd about her; 


But ſoon as dead as a door-nail 


Shall I be if without her. 

Straight as my leg her ſhape appears; 
O were we join'd together! 
My heart would be Scot-free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather, 

As fine as fivepence is her mien, 
No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as the razor kcen, 
And not the ſun is brighter. 

As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are, 
Methinks I taſte them yet; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 

As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites; 
Sharp as a needle are her words, 


Her wit like pepper bites, 
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Briſk as a body - louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt; 
Sweet as a roſe her breath and lips, 55 
Round as the globe her breaſt. 
Full as an egg was [ with glee, 
Arid happy as a king : 
Good I—d ! how all men envy'd me! 
She lov'd like any thing. 60 
But falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang' d, as her ſex muſt do; 
N Tho' ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And like the goſpel true. 
If I and Molly could agree, 65 
Let who would take Peru! 
Great as an emp'rour ſhould l be, 
1 And richer than a Jew. 
Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dall as any poſt ; 70 
Let us like burs together ſtick, 
And warm as any toaſt. 
5 You *'ll know me truer than a die, | 
And wiſh me better fped; 1 
Flat as a flounder when I lie, 75 | 
And as a herring dead. 
Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear 
5 And ſigh, perhaps, and wifh, 
When lam rotten as a pear, 
And mute as any fiſh, 20 
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NEWGATE'S GARLAND; 


BEING 


A NEW BALLAD, 


Shewing how Mr. JONATUAN WILD'S throat ava, cut 
from car to ear with a penknife by Mr. BlL.AKe, alias 
BLUESKIN, the bold bighwayman, as be fiood at bistrial 
inthe O!d- Bailey, 1735 . To the tune of The Cut-purſe. 
I, 
Vr Gallants of N ewgate, whoſe fingers are nice, 
In diving in pockets or cogging of dice; 
Ye ſharpers ſo rich, who can buy off the nooſe, 
Ye honeſter Poor Rogues who die in your ſhoes; 
Attend and draw near, 5 
Good news you ſhall hear, R 
How Jonathan's throat was cut from ear to ear; 
How Blucſkin's ſharp peaknite hath ſet you at eaſe, 
And ev'ry man round me may rob if he pleaſe. 
II. 
When to the Old-Bailey this Blueſkin was led, 10 
He held up his hand, his indictment was read, 
Loud rattled his chains, near him Jonathan ſtood, 
For full forty pounds was the price of his blood. 
Then hopeleſs of life, 
He drew his penknife, 15 
And made a fad widow of Jonathan's wife: 
But forty pounds paid her her grief ſhall appeaſe, 
And ev'ry man round me may rob if he pleaſe. 
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III. 
%me fay there are courtiers of higheſt renown, 19 
Who ſteal the king's gold and leave him but a crown; 
Some ſay there are peers, and ſoine parliament-men, 
Who meet once a-year to rob courtiers again: 

Let them all take their ſwing, 

Jo pillage the king, 

And get a blue riband inſtead of a firing. 25 
Now Blueſkin's ſharp penknife hath ſet you at eaſe, 
And ev'ry man round me may rob if he pleaſe. 

IV, 
Knavesofold,tohideguilthytheircunninginventions, 
Call'd Eriberies Grants, and plain robberies Penſions ; 
Phyſicians and lawyers (who take their degrees 39 
To be learned rogues) cal d their piltering Fees z 
Since this happy day, 
Now ev'ry man may 
Rob (as ſafe as in office) upon the highway : 
Por Blueſkin's ſharp penknife hath ſet you at eaſe, 35 
Andev'ry man round me may rob if he pleaſe. 

V. 
Some cheat in the Cuſtoms, ſome rob the Exciſe, 
But he who robs hoth is eſteemed molt wife. 
{U.urch-wardens, too prudent to hazard the halter, 
As yet only venture to ſteal from the altar: 40 
but now to get gold, 
They may he more bold, 
And rob on the highway ſince Jonathan's cold: 
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For Blueſkin's ſharp penknife has ſet you at eaſe, 
And ev'ry man round me may rob if he pleaſe. 45 


A BALLAD. 
ON ALE. 


I, 
Wuarrsr ſome in epick ſtrains delight, 
Whilſt others paſtorals invite, 
As taſte or whim prevail; 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuncful Nine! 
Support me in the great delign, | 8 
To ſing of nappy Ale. | 
II. 
Some folks of cyder make a rout, 
And cyder 's well enough no doubt, 
When better liquors fail; ; 
But wine that's richer, better ſtill, 10 
Ev'n wine itſelf, (deny 't who will) 
Muſt yield to nappy Ale. 
| III. | 
Rum, brandy, gin, with choiceſt ſmack, 
From Holland brought, Batavia rack, 


All theſe will nought avail 15 / 

To cheer a truly Britiſh heart, . 4 

And lively ſpirits to impart, \ 

; Like kumming rappy Ale, I. 
2. 


10 


15 


IV. 
on! whether thee I cloſely hug 
In honeſt can, or nut-browh jug, 
Or in the tankard hail 
In barrel or in bottle pent, 
give the gen'rous ſpirit vent, 
Still may I feaſt on Ale. 

V. 
But chief when to the cheerful glaſs, 
From veſſel pure, thy ſtreamlets pals, 
Then moſt thy charms prevail; 
Then, then, l' bet and take the odds, 
hat neQar, drink of Heathen gods, 
Was poor gompar'd to Ale. 

VI. 
Give me a bumper, fill it up: 
ce how it ſparkles in the cup; 


ho ſhall [ regale! 


Han any taſte this drink divine, 

And then compare rum, brandy, wine, 

Or aught with nappy Ale? 
VII. 

I ſpit'd by thee the warriour fights, 

The lover woos, the poet writes, 

And pens the pleaſing tale 

And ſtill in Britain's iſle confeſt, 

Nought animates the patt᷑ iot's breaſt 

Like gen'rous nappy Ale. 
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VIII. 


High church and low oft' raiſe a ſtriſe, 


And oft' endanger limb and life, 
Each ſtudious to prevail; 
Yet Whig and Tory, oppoſite 
In all things elſe, doth both unite 
In praiſe of nappy Ale. 
IX. 
Inſpir'd by thee, ſhall Criſpin ſing, 
Or talk of freedom, church, and king, 
And balance Europe's ſcale; 
While his rich landlord lays out ſchemes 
Of wealth in golden South-Sea dreams, 
Th' effects of nappy Ale. 
* 


O O bleſt potation! ſtill by thee, 


And thy companion Liberty, 
Do health and mirth prevail; 
Then let us crown the can, the glaſs, 
And ſporti ve bid the minutes pals 
In quaffing nappy Ale. 

XI. 
Ev'n while theſe ſtanzas I endite, 
The bar-bell's grateful ſounds invite 
Where joy can never fail, 
Adieu, my Muſe ! adicu, I haſte 
To gratify my longing taſte 


With copious draughts of Ale. 
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PANT HEA. 


| AN ELEGY, 


Loxs had Panthea felt love's ſecret ſmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart; 
Conſenting glances'had her flame confeſt, 
(In woman'seyes her very ſoul 's expreſt) 
Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 5 
He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd. 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 
His fickle heart another beauty warms; 
Thoſe oaths oft' whiſper'd in Panthea's ears, 
He now again to Galatea ſwears. 10 
Beneath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid, 
In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade; [ſtrains, 
There with faint voice ſhe breath'd theſe moving 
While ſighing zephyrs ſhar'd her am'rous pains. 
Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow, 15 
Dead are my charms, Alexis breaks his vow ! 
Think, think, dear Shepherd! on the days you knew, 
When [ was happy, when my ſwain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form'd to move, 
And think yet more—that all my fault was love. 20 
Ah! could you view me in this wretched ſtate! 
You might not love me, but you could not hate ; 
J. ij 


{ 
i 
? 
1 
'< 
l 
: 
C 
: 
© 
4 
'F 


124 ELEGIES. 


Could yeu behold me in this conſcious ſhade, 
Where firlt thy vows, where firſt my love, was paid, 
Worn out with watching, ſullen with deſpair, 25 
And ſee each eye {well with a guſhing tear! 
Could you behold me on this moſſy bed, 
From my pale cheek the lively crimſon fled, 
Which in niy ſofter hours ye oft' have (worn, 
With roſy beauty far outbluſh'd the morn; 30 
Could you, untouch'd, this wretched object bear, 
And would not loſt Panthea claim a tear? 
You couldnot,fure—tearsfrom your eyes would teal, 
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
Ah! no;—thy ſoul with creelty is fraught, 35 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought ; 
Sooner ſhall tigers ſpare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams; 
Sooner ſhall vultures from their quarry fly, 
't han falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh. 49 
Ihy boſom ne'er a tender thought confeſt; 
Sure ſtubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel breaſt ; 
But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the ſoit drops diflolve their ſolid veins, 
While thy relentleſs heart more hard appears, 45 
And is not ſoſten'd by a flood of tears. 

Ah! what is love? Panthea's joys are gone, 
Her liberty, her peace, her rcaſon, flown! 
And when | view me in the wat'ry glaſs, 
i Uug Panthea now not what ſhe was. e© 
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As northern winds the new-blown roſesblaſt, 

And on the ground their fading ruins caſt; 

As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 

And of its verdure ſpoil the mournful plain; 

So hapleſs love on blooming features preys, 55 
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. 

Come, gentle Sleep] relieve theſe weary'd eyes, 
All ſorrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: 

There, ſpite of all thy perjur'd vows, I find 

Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind: 60 
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream, 

And pleaſingly deludes me in my dream; 

Sometimes he guides me to the ſecret grove, 

Where all our looks, and all our talk, is love. 

Oh could 1 thus conſume each tedious day, 65 
And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away! 

But fleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 
To my ſad ſoul the dear deceit denies. 

Why does the ſun dart forth his cheerful rays ? 
Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays? 70 
Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance yield, 

And yellow cowſlips paint the ſmiling field? 
Why do the ſtreams with murm'ring muſick flow? 
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ? 
Let ſable clouds the cheerful ſun deface, | 73 
Let mouruful filence ſeize the feather'd race; 
No more, ye Roſes! grateful fragrance yield; 
Drcop, droop, ye Cowſlips! in the blaſted field ; 
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No more, ye Streams! with murm' ring muſick flow, 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow: 80 
With i{ympathiging grief let Nature mourn, 
And never know the youthful Spring's return : 
And ſhall I never more Alexis ſee ? 
Then what is ſpring, or grove, or ſlream, to me? 
V hy ſport the ſkippiug lambs on yonder plain? 8g 
Why do the birds their tuneful voices rain ? 
Why frifk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happicr life is ignorant of love. 
Oh ! lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 
To lull my ſorrows in a living grave; 90 
Fr om the dark rock where daſhing waters fall, 
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall, 
Where I may waſte in tears my hours away, 
And never know the ſeaſons or the day. 
Die, die, Panthea !—Afly this hateful grove, 
For what is life without the ſwain | love ? 96 


ARAMINTA. 


AN ELECY, 


Now Phebus roſe, and with his early beams 
Wak d flumb'ring Delia from her pleaſing dreams; 
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupply'd, 

and in her ſleep the nuptial knot was ty'd. 

With {zcret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray 5 
Carguer the flocr, and thro' the curtains play; 
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The happy mern that ſhall her bliſs complete, 
And all her rivals' envious hopes defeat. 

In haſte ſhe roſe, forgetful of her prayers, 
Flew to the glaſs, and practis d o'er her airs; 10 
Her new-ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, 
gome in a brilliant buckle bind ber waiſt, 
Some round her neck a circling light diſplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray; 

The ſilver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen Jace, 15 
And adds becoming beauties to her face; 
Brocaded flow'rs 0'er the gay mantua ſhine, 
And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine ; 
Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 
And ſporting Love ſurround th' expecting bride, 20 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid, 
Before the prieſt their ſolemn vows are paid; 
This day, which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with ſecret tears. 
Ceafe, Araminta |! tt is in vain to grieve, 25 
Canſt thou from Hymen's bonds the youth retrieve ? 
Diſdain his perj'ries, and no longer mourn; 
Recall my love, and find a ſure return. 

But ſtill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
And with reſentment cheriſhes her woes; 30 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful ſtrains 
Of Daphnis' vows and her own fate complains, 

Was it for this I ſparkled at the play, 

And loiter'd in the ring whole hours away? 
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When if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, > 
Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known; 
Thro' the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, 
Where'er I paſs thy grateful eyes purſue, 
Ah! faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my pain, 

For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 40 

Think, Daphnis! think, thatſcarce five days are fled, 
Since (O falſe tongue!) thoſe treach'rous things you 
How did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air! [ſaid; 


And woman thinks all compliments ſincere. 


Didſt thou not then in rapture ſpeak thy flarge, 45 
And in ſoft ſighs breathe Araminta's name ? 
Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
And with an awful trembling ſay—T1 love! 
Ah! faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my pain, 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 50 
How couldſt thou thus, ungrateful Youth! deceive? 
How could | thus, unguarded Maid! believe? 
Sure thou canſt well recall that fatal night, 
When ſubtle love firſt enter'd at my fight. 
When in the dance | was thy partner choſe, 55 
Gods! what a rapture in my boſom roſe! 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs'd, 
My glowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs'd; 
My looks ſpoke love; while you, with anſw'ring eyes, 
In killing glances made as kind replies, 69 
Think, Daphnis! think what tender things you ſaid, 
Think what confuſion all my ſoul betray'd. 


PET 


m4 oO  E F on mr ESO CLINE 


Do» 5”... 


ELLOIES, 129 


You call'd my graceſul preſence Cynthia's air, 
And when | ſung, the Syrens charm'd your ear: 
My flame blown up by flatt'ry ſtronger grew, 6g 
A gale of love in ev'ry whiſper flew, 
Ah! faithlels Youth ! too well you ſaw my pain, 
) For eyes the language of the {oul explain, 

Whene'er | dreſs d, my maid, who knew my flame, 
Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name; 70 
Thy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, 

That thy dear image roſe before my view: 
She dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, 
And weunded Delia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen: 
When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 75 
Straight to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale; 
And when thy matchleſs charms were quite run o'er, 
0 bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more. 
: Oh! Daphnis! from thy Araminta fled ! 
Oh! to my love for ever, ever dead! 80 
Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 
And ever part me from the man ] love. 
55 Ah! faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my pain, 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 
O might I by my cruel fate be thrown 85 
In ſome retreat far from this hateful Town! 
es, Vain Dreſs and glaring Equipage! adieu; 
60 Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue, 
id, Me let fome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Wacre not the print of human ſtep is found, 99 


— — = 
_ — 2 : - — 


— 
* 


— 
2 


—— —— on oe r——_ 


19 

7 

6 

. = 
. 
0 1 

„ 2 
. 

l 

' | 

i 

4 


—— Ct; AT CE. 


_ "47 2. - + —_— 


6 tt — "1 


r 


* * —— . — 
* ww = 


| 
| 
| 


— a2, 


2 — 


* — 2 
* 7 * — 


2 


3360 
. 


3 


32 
* 


— — — 2 
— . 
"+54. * 


- >> - — - 
2 ˙ . 
- 6% 
— 
- — 2 4 EIS 


130 ELEGIES. 


In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly thro' the lonely grove; 
No more theſe hands ſhall o'er the ſpinet bound, 
And from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the ſound : 
Muſick ! adieu; farewell, Italian airs! 95 
The croaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares. 
On ſome old ruin loſt in thought I reſt, 
And think how Araminta once was bleſt; 
There o'er and o'er thy letters I peruſe, 
And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe : 1co 
Some tender line by chance my wo beguiles, 
And on my cheek a ſhort- liv d pleaſure ſmiles, 
Why is this dawn of joy? flow, tears, again; 
Vain are theſe oaths, and all theſe vows are vain: 
Daphnis, alas! the Gordian knot has ty'd, 105 
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. 

Ah ! faithleſs Youth ! ſince eyes the ſoul explain, 
Why knew I not that artful tongue could feign ? 108 


AN ELEGY. 


ON A LAPDOG, 


Saocx's fate I mourn; poor Shock is now no more: 
Ye Muſes ! mourn; ye Chambermaids ! deplore. 
Unhappy Shock ! yet more unhappy fair, 

Doom'd to ſurvive thy joy and only care. 

Thy wretched fingers now no more ſhall deck, 5 
And tic the fav'rite riband round his neck ; 
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No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair, 

And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 

Yet ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken Maid! 

All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade: 10 
Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtroy'd, 

And love, beſt gift of Heav'n, not long enjoy d. 

Methinks I ſee her frantick with deſpair, 

Her ſtreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair; 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beſtrow, 15 
TY And her torn fan gives real ſigns of wo. 

Hence Superſtition ! that tormenting gueſt, 

That haunts with fancy'd fears the coward breaſt ; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 

Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend. 20 
Tho' certain omens oft' fore warn a ſtate, 

And dying lions ſhow the monarch's fate, 

Why ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia's ſorrow riſe ! 

For when a Lapdog falls no lover dies. 

Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe ; reſtrain thy flowing tears, 25 
Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares. 

In man you ll find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, 
More grateful toying, and a ſweeter kiſs. 

He 's dead. Oh! lay him gently in the ground! 
And may his tomb be by this verſe renown'd; 30 
Here Shock, the pride of all his kind, is laid, 

Who fawn'dlike man, but ne'er like man betray d. 32 


| 
1 
j 
l 
Þ 
/ 
| 
4 


——— 
8 2 


— — = 4 1 
5 We IS ” 


GONDIBERT-. 
A POEM *®, 
"CONTINUED FROM SIA WILLIAM DAVENANT-.} 


BOOK HI CANTO Vil, 


The Argument. 


The Duke to ſolitude and ſhades retires : 

Young Goltho burns with lewd unkallow'd fires: 
'Che prictts the nuptial rites prepare in vain, 
Bad news arriving from the Breician plain. 


I, 

A xD now the gentle Duke, with all his train, 

And Rhodalind, to ſplendid courts repair, 

Where Aribert deſigns a ſon to gain, 

Whoſe worth the greateſt of his peers declare. 4 
II. 

He gives him honours won by merit true, 

And praiſe (moſt gratcſul food of worthy minds) 


* Though we do not pretend to give the following as the 
production of Mr, Gay, yet as we had them from a perſon of 
undoudted veracity, who aſſures us that they were found 
among his papers after his deceaſe; ard as many marks of cor- 
rection were made in them, ſo there is little doubt that ther 
have undergone the inſpection of that celebrated Author. 

Conſidering theſe things, and tket the imitation ſeemed too 
pood to be loſt, we have, on mature deliberation, given the* 
Cantos a place in this Work, and have the greateſt hopes that 
they will prove agreeable to our readers, Gaz '; Yorks, vol. &. 
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And promiſe ſtill of empire doth renew, 

With vows diſpers'd in air by envious winds, 8 
III. 

Him Gondibert with duteous ſpeech addreſt, 

In loyal rev'rence to the kingly pow'r : 

But cares corrode his fad and tortur'd breaſt, 

Which ev'ry bloſſom of his hopes devour, 12 
. 

The wounds of love deep in his boſom fix'd : 

mortal love, that triumphs over all, 

With conſcious worth and tenderneſs commix'd, 

For high-born Rhodalind his mind enthral ; 16 
. 

He thinks on bloody battles vainly fought, 

kor vain is honour gain'd where peace is loſt) 

4 And rues the ills which blind Ambition wrought, 
And lovers in their deareſt wiſhes croſt. 29 
VI. 

Yet deems he Arne: V's fate untimely ſlain, 
And Hugo's, reſting in the ſilent tomb, 


the A happier chance than theirs who live in vain, 

ar Aud hopeleſs wither in their early bloom. 24 
. VII. 

they And oſt' he wiſhes that his partial lot 

* 64 ad plac'd him on ſome unfrequented ſhore, 

the Ur giv'n him, tranquil, in the rural cot, 

wm Ty her whoſe charms he did with zeal adore, 28 
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VIII. 
Birtha whom far beyond ambition's flame 
He priz'd ;— whoſe love by him alone poſſeſt, 
Beyond the thirſt of glory or of fame 
Inſpires his ſoul, and animates his breaſt, 32 
IX. 
Each object now a ſplendid grace aſſumes, 
And ſtrives to tempt him with the pleaſing glare: 
Deck'd in their coſtlieſt robes and richeſt plumes, 
The ſupple courtiers flatt*ring ſtrains prepare. 36 
„ <f 
All gay and rich, —bnt far above the reſt 
Imperial Rhodalind in beauty ſhone, 

As the fair moon that, bright'oing in the Eaſt, 
Outſhines the ſtars which deck her ev'ning throne, 40 
XI. 

On Gondibert ſhe fix'd her ardent eye; 

On him her thought, on him her ſoul, was bent; 

Yet oft' her boſom heav'd an anxious ſigh, 

And oft' her mind preſag'd ſome ſad event. 44 
XII. 

But he, ere yet his ſolemn troth he plights, 

Alks a ſhort ſpace to leave Verona's wall, 

Aud while the prieſts prepare the nuptial rites, 

To go where vows and pious duties call. 48 
XIII. 

A pilgrimage he feigns, (with eaſe believ' d) 

As vow'd in youth to a peculiar ſhrine ; 


J. Canto VII. GONDIBERT» 135 


The eaſy king, thus piouſly deceiv'd, 
Grants his requeſt, and lauds the juſt deſign. 5% 
XIV. 
But he, to Birtha conſtant, ſoon withdrew 
32 To where thick woods a lone receſs afford: 
A rural manſion riſing to the view, 
Receives him there, and hails its ancient lord. 356 
XV. 
Twas where in early youth he wont retire, 
36 To woo ſweet Solitude, and taſte her charms, 
Ere yet his boſom caught the martial fire, 
Ere yet his name was great in deeds of arms. 60 
XVI. 
From hence he ſoon diſpatch'd a truſty ſlave 
40 To proud Verona, and the neighb'ring plain, 
To ſummon all his try'd companions brave, 
Who in the city or the camp remain. 64 
XVII. 
To Hurgonil, his ſiſter Orna's knight, 
44 To Tybalt, great of ſoul, and fam'd afar 
For prudent youth ;—to Goltho, fierce in fight, 
Friends of his houſe, and partners of the war. 68 
XVIII. 
Among the reſt, a chief there was who late 
48 I Return'd from northern climes, with glory crown'd, 
Who the rough Vandals follow'd like their fate, 
And bore the mark of many an honeſt wound. 72 
M ij 
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XIX. 
He once afpir'd to Rhodalinda's charms, 
But, early flighted, left the cruel fair, 
And ſought in fighting fields. by glorious arms, 
'Fo woo a kinder miſtreſs in the war. 76 
XX. 
He came with Hurgonil ;-— the reſt in vain 
Were ſummon'd; ſave the loyal youthful page, 
Who ſped directly from the Breſczan plain, 
With news of ill import and hoſtile rage. 80 
XXI. 
But leave we Gondibert conſviting theſe, 
And what befell the youthful chiets declare 
Vhat foes did Ulfinore and Goltho ſeize, 
Caught in the wiles of a deceitful fair. 84 
XXII. 
Goltho, who late had to the palace come, 
Revolving Dalga's beauries in his mind, 
Percetv'd his heart had ſtray d too ſar from home, 
Fo follow which his body ſoon inclin'd, 88 
TH XXIII. 
Ard when he heard the prince's will declar'd 
Jo quit the court, full glad the news to know, 
He vows no motive ſhall his courſe retard, 
On a more luckleſs errand bent to go. 91 
XXIV. 
Black Palgà's houſe he ſought, nor ſovght in vain, 
Nor could he long her wiſn'd appearance wait; 
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So ready did the fair deceĩ ver deign 
To give him welcome at her open gate. 96 
. XXV. 
And much inquir'd ſhe of his health and weal, 
And much rejoic'd for his unhop'd return; 
Feigning ſuch joys as youthful lovers feel, 
And flames which in moſt conſtant boſoms burn. co 
XXVI. 
Nor wanted fit excuſe for that ſame flaw 
Which Ulfinore had in her ſtory found ; 
But blames the rigid ſentence of the law, 
Which (asſhepleads)her tongue fromtruth had bound, 
XXVII. 
* Town,” ſaid ſhe, (and tears her words ſucceed)1to5 
That not my mother, but a wealthy youth 
Found entrance here, whoſe acts my anguiſh breed, 
And for whole ſake you muſt ſuſpect my truth. 
XXVIIL 
* The wretch once ſought me for his wedded wife, 
“My brother ſtill his forward (uit withſtood; 140 
But ſince in fighting fields he loſt his life, 
his hated ſuitor hath his ſiege renew'd. 
XXIX. 
** Sprung from one ſtock, he hears our ancient name, 
And ſinee by vile devices hath he wrought 
* Fo our paternal fiefs to lay his claim, 
And by his bribes a cruel ſentence bought. 116 
Miij 
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a XXX. 
4% All that my mother or myſelf did hold, 
© The cruel law hath to this fiend convey'd, 

And thence his deſp'rate ſuit hath rendet'd bold, 
** Againſt a widow and an artleſs maid. 129 
XXXI. 

So if his viſits 1 refuſe, he ſwears 

To chaſe us from our ancient lov'd abode, 

To give us up to poverty and fears, 

„And ſeize on all that Fortune hath beſtow'd. 
XXXII. 

No other way, alas! for me remains, 125 

© But him to wed whom from my ſoul I hate, 

Or quit at once my rich and fair domains, 

And rove, abandon'd to my evil fate,” 


XXXIII. 
Goltho is touch d; — he ſwears to picad her cauſe 
With royal Aribert, whoſe juſt award 130 


Night ſtand between her and the rigid laws, 

And prove her io jur'd virtue's ſureſt guard. 
XXXIV. 

And nov they haſten from the crowded town 

To rural ſeats, with Nature's bounty fair 

Bedeck'd, where Dalga ſwears his wiſh to crown, 

And leads him heedlef> ro a fatal juare. 136 
XXXV. 

But that the good and virtuous Ulſinore, 

(Friend of his heart, tho' rival of his love) 


38 
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Diſguis'd attends him at the fatal door, 
Their parting fees, and follows where they move. 

| XXX VI. 
But turn we where the royal bride awaits, 141 
And long-expectant, courts the ſlow-pac'd hours, 
While Aribert, unknowing of the Fates, 
Lids conſtant watch attend Verona's towers: 


XXXVIL 
And theſe, ut length, the Duke's approach declare, 
cen from afar as moving to the gates, 145 


With purple ſtreamers waving iu the air, 
And ail the pomp that noble bridegrooms waits, 
XXXVIII. 
Straight to the temple haſte the buſy throng; 
Some Hymen call and ſome the god of Love, 150 
While the grave prieſts in far more ſacred ſong 
\ddrefs the mighty Pow'r thai reigns above. 
XXXIX. 
Now ſunk the ſun; with ſolemn pace and flow 
Num Night advanc'd; but not her deepeſt ſhade 
lige d the fires which thro' the city glow, 155 
And ſecond day by gleaming torches made. 
XL. 
Theſe thro' the gloom fling forth a lengthen'd blaze, 
And on the diſtant walls and turrets bright 
bine like the new-ris'n moon, with trembling rays, 
P:crcing the fable veil of Cuſky Night, 160 


140 coNDIEERT. Bcok III. 


XLI. 
The trumpets ſpeak : the minſtrelſy reply; 
And mingled crowds the clam'rous joy reſound 
The notes aſcending to the heav'ns high, 
Thro' vaulted ether ſpread the pealing ſound, 
XLII. 
And ſtill on Gondibert the people call; 165 
His name the burden of their grateful ſong, 
To him whoſe valour wrought proud Oſwald's fall, 
A warlike band the echoing ſtrains prolong. 
XLIII. 
While he, far diſtant, in unhappy plight, 
By friends deſerted, and by foes oppreſs'd, 170 
Counts the long hours of that diſaſtrous night, 
Which now appear'd in fearful horrours dreſs'd. 
XLIV. 
Ev'n where joy revell'd high without control, 
Rag'd the loud tempeſt, whichtheirclamoursdrown'd, 
The livid lightnings flaſh from either pole, 175 
And roaring thunders rend the blue profound, 
XLV. 
Amid this ſtorm which prodigies enhanc'd, 
Scen by the dreadful meteors' bloody glare, 
A wounded ſoldier to the walls advanc'd, 
Whole looks the import of his ſpeech declare, 180 
XLVLI 
Of dreadful deeds he told, and dangers near, 
No lels than threat the ancient city's harm, 


d, 
75 
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And fill fair Rhodalind with pallid fear, 
Such as of old did Perſeus' bride alarm. 

XLVII. 
When deſp' rate Phineus, ruſhing on his fate, 185 
Claim'd fair Andromeda, for whom he burn'd, 
And ent'ring where the bidden gueſts were fate, 
Ihe marriage- fcaſt to ſcenes of ſlaughter turn'd. 

XLVIII. 
By him the fair, deſerted at her need, 
From a dread monſter valiant Perſeus won; 190 
He claim'd the bride who durſt not claim rhe deed, 
And ſor th' unjuſt attempt was turn'd to ſtone, 

XLIX. 
So vain is joy, a quickly-fading flow'r, 
A cloud ſtill paſſing with each wind away, 
A flecting dream, the pageant of an hour, 195 
A tranſient beam of viſionary day. 

L. 
Far, far from Gondibert the phantom hy'd, 
Far from rhe crowd, whoſe ſhouts re ſound his name, 
Far from the monat ch and the promis'd bride, 
To whom too ſoon the fatal meſſage came, aco 
| II. 

But now the city and her train we leave, 
To ſeek the Duke and make his fortunes known ; 
And how the reſt the dreadfdl news receive, 
shall be in the ſucceeding Cantos ſhown, 20 g 
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GONDIBERT, 
BOOK III. CANTO VIII. 


The Argument, 


Rhodolpho's character; his high deſert, 

And league concluded with Duke Gondibert, 
Whoſe enemies a quick revenge prepare, 
Which he prevents by Orgo's friendly care. 
The ſecret ambuſh of the treach”rous foe 
The Duke cludes, anc reaches Bergamo. 


I. 

Is awful ſolitude of woodland ſhade 
The Duke the iſſue of his charge attends, 
And blames the counſel now too long delay'd, 
And the long abſence of his tardy friends. 

Il. 
At length his lov'd Count Hurgonil he 'ſpy'd, 5 
Who from the lofty city bent his courſe, 

With young Rhodolpho journeying by his ſide, 
Whoſe ardent mind outwent his ſteed's ſwift courſe, 
III. 

A youth he was of high and noble race, 

Portly and tall, of inborn worth poſleſt ; 10 

But temp' ring dignity with ſuch a grace, 

As might have warm'd the tend'reſt female breaſt, 
42 

And on his brow ſuch awe majeſtick ſate, 

As ſeem'd to ſpeak him born for high command; 

Tho' now for many a moon the ſport of Fate, 15 

A willing exile from his native land, 
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V. 
The fair Italian ſields and regions bright, 
Where Adicẽ flows ſwiftly to the main, 
He left to climb the rugged Alpine height, 
And chaſe the Vandals on the barren plain. 20 
VI. 

Return'd with conqueſt from the foe ſubdu'd, 
The youthful victor ſought his ancient ſeat, 
And Rhodalind again he had purſu'd, 
And laid his ſpoils and trophies at her feet; 

VII. 
But that he heard Duke Gondibert had won 25 
The peerleſs princeſs, bright in blooming charms; 
Saw ſumptuous feaſts prepar'd, and rites begun, 
To give his miſtreſs to the hero's arms. 

VIII. 
And common Fame reported, for her love 
How Gondibert had mighty Oſwald flain, 30 
And ſtain'd with noble blood the peaceful grove, 
Beſtrew'd with heroes from the Breſcian plain, 

IX. 
But Gondibert full ſoon his fears diſpels, 
And ancient leagues of amity renew'd, 
His own ſtrange tale the generous hero tells, 35 
And what ill fate his conſtant love purſu'd. 

| X. 

And then by ſolemn pads the warriours bind 
Their mutual vows each other's cauſe to aid, 
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Till the young chief poſſeſs his Rhodalind, 
And Gondibert eſpouſe his fav'rite maid. 40 
XI. 
Mean-while the Duke for other aid delays 
The fleeting hours, as fully he intends 
All interceſſors he can move to raiſe, 
And try the int'reſt of his ancient friends. 
XII. 
Vor as he knew the grief and inly rage 45 
Which would his prince and Rhodalind inflame, 
He ſought afl means that might the ſtorm aſſuage, 
And ſtill preſerve his loyalty and fame. 
XIII. 
And now the prey of anxious thoughts he lies, 
Contending paſſions lab'ring in his breaſt, 30 
While tow'rds the ſhade the youthful Orge hies, 
Whoſe looks the tenour of his news expreſt. 
XIV. 
He tells how Hubert thither bends his courſe, 
With furious Borgio, and a deſp'rate train, 
All choſen warriours of experienc'd force, 83 
Drawn from the ſquadrons on the Breſcian plain. 
XV. 
Ev'n while he ſpoke, Joud-burſting ſhouts from far, 
Mix'd with the ſhrili-ton'd trumpets dreadful found, 
Pronounc'd the preſage of approaching war, 
Which mov'd on different ſides to hem them round, 
F 
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XVI. N 
And firſt to flight the faithful Orgo mov'd 61 
His honour'd lord: but he the thought diſdain'd, 
And brave Rhodolpho the advice reprov'd, 
Andother counſel taught, whilſt acer 
XVII. * 
Not far from hence, ſaid he, a choſen few 65 
„Lie camp'd, my truſty followers in the field; 
lf theſe the preſent need and danger knew, 
«They would a ſure and ſpeedy ſuccour weld ; 
; XVII. 
o them let ſwift- pac'd Orgo inſtant go, 
Where by yon' grove encamp'd the warriours lie, 
Ere yet th' approaches of the circling fue 71 
Cut off that hope, and all acceſs deny.“ 
XIX. 
This counſel pleas'd; and ſwift as fly the darts, 
When with full trenyth is ſtrain'dthecrooked yew, 7 4 
Haſtes the brave youth, whoſe love ſuchſpeedimparts, 
Asfrom thebending graſsſcarceftrikesthe pearly dew. 
XX. | | 
Mcan-while the heroes ſcan, with cautious eye, 
All meaſures and advantage of the ground, 
and ev'ry poſture of the troops deſcry, 
Whoſe creſcent form grew verging to a round. 88 
XXI. ave” 
"Ak! now,” cry'd Hurgonil, we want the might 
* Of Tybalt, dreaded chief, and many more, 
Velume II. . N 
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« Who in yon' city wait th' approach of night, 
“With Goltho brave, and prudent Ulfinore. 
| XXII. 
« deem'd, ſaid Gondibert, © theſe ſhould have 
| grac'd | 85 
« My rural manſion, and our counſels ſhar'd ; 
«© But where my ſtrongeſt confidence was plac'd, 
© My ftrotiger deſtiny the hope has marr'd, 
| XXIII. | 
* But you, brave Chiefs! who in this dang*roushour 
© To my uncertain fates have link'd your own, 90 
« Be witneſs you if valour yield to pow'r, 
61 Or if your friend deſerve to fall alone. 
XXIV. 
© Fy'n here will we the coming foe abide, 
& Till faithful Orgo bring the promis'd aid, 
« Then ſhall our fortune in fair field betry'd, gx 
% And wounds with wounds be plenteouſly repaid,” 
XXV. 
Thus while he ſpeaks, the deaf ning ſhouts increaſe, 
Till from the foe an embaſſy there came, 
Borne by a comely youth, in robes of peace 
Array'd—and Sibert was the warriour's natng. IC9 
XXVI. 
Of late aſpiring Oſwald's favour'd friend, 
While Oſwald Fortune's lucky enſigns wore, 
He now on Hubert's perſon did attend, 
And to Duke Gondibett his meſſage bore. 
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XXVII. 
Coop'd in a narrow ſpace the Duke he found, 10g 
Unlike thoſe proud pavilions where of late 
He {at ſublime, with vigor laurels crown'd, 
And thence to captive chiefs Uiſpens'd their fate. 
XX VHI. 
Prince,“ ſaid the youth, Lord Hubert now de- 
© That you ſurrender up to his diſpoſe [mands 
© Yourſelf and theſe, and wait what new commands 
„He ſhall from high Verona's tow'rs impoſe: 112 
XXIX. 
For to the city next he bends his way, 
©* Whither his Breſcians are already gone, 
And there preſumes, before the riſing day, 115 
© To be declar'd the king's adopted ſon. 
KXX. 
For you, your life is ſafe; and theſe your train, 
alf they ſubmit, ſhall gracions treatment find: 
Our force is ſuch as makes reſiſtance vain, 
© And your's, like chaff, muſt ſcatter in the wind. 120 
XXXI. 
© Tis well,” ſaid Gondibert, your ſpeech you framg 
In artful guiſe; but for the terms you bear, 
Go tell Lord Hubert that my valu'd fame 
Makes me reje& them, and prefer the war. 
XXXII. 
Succeſsleſs Prince! when from his eagle- flight 123 
" His ill-ſtarr'd brother fell, who ſoar'd in vain, 
Nj 
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*« Thinks he to match his more unequal might, 

And win thoſe honours Oſwald could not gain? 
XXXIII. 

© Bid him revolve that chief's untimely fate, 

And his own foil, twice conquer'd in the field, 1 30 

* The train of evils which on war await, 

« And bitter fruits that wild ambition yield. 
XXXIV. 
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That we are few, it is our pride and boaſt, 
Iho' more than theſe perhaps ſhall meet his arms; 


A worthy conqueſt for as great an hoſt, 135 

« All train'd to war, and bred amidſt alarms, 
XXXV. 

And know, whate'er betide, whoever here 

should us aſſault, whoever wiſh'd aid deny, 

We ſcorn to yield thro' bafe unmanly fear: 

Too few to conquer, we're enough to die,” 140 

| XXXVI. 

Thus anſwer'd, Sibert from the ſpot withdrew, 

(His terms rejected) and a ſign diſplay'd, 

On which the hoſtile ſquadrons came in view, 

And march'd, far-ſtretching from the ſylvan ſhade, 
XXXVII. 

But as their troops advanc'd in looſe array, 145 

Deeming the rural manſion to inveſt, 

Lo! from the point where glows the ſetting day, 

Young Orgo ſpeedily his pace addrels'd ; 
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XXXVIII. 

N And cloſe behind, in well-rang'd files were ſeen, 
Rhodolpho's train, a ſmall but faithful band, 156 
With meaſur'd ſteps ſwift gliding o'er the green, 

30 To aid their gen'ral, and his foes withſtand. 

XXXIX. 

No longer Gondibert nor he remain 
Within the limits of their natrow bound, 
But paſs the wood, ſwift iſſuing on the plain, 15g 

ms; And leave behind, with ſcorn, the rural mound. 

135 XI.. 
Cloſe follows Hurgonil with ſteady pace, 
Who gladly mixes with thoſe leaders brave, 
That young Rhodolpho's warlike legions grace, 
And on their ſhoutders wore the ſcarfs he gave. 160 

XLI. 

140 Among thoſe chiefs ſtood Adelmar the ſage, 
Cherbert and Rollo, not unknown to fame, 
With many a knight, the flow'r of all that age, 
The pride and glory of che Lombard name. 

XLII. 

de. MW On theſe Prince Hubert pour'd his warriours down, 

VUut-numb'ring by the half their ſcanty band, 166 
14; W But the ſtout few, whom dear-bought laurelscrown'd, 

Abide their fury, and the ſhock withſtand: 

2 XLII. 
Till raging Borgio, barb'rous, fierce, and bold, 
Gualthieras, and gigantick Melador, 170 

N it} 
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Thro' op'ning lines their courſe reſiſtleſs hold, 
And mark the road they paſs with ſtreams of gore, 

| XLIV. 
Firſt fell two youths, with honeſt wounds o'erſpread, 
Whom late from Gaul the great Rhodolpho brought, 
But now the Tuſcan land receives them dead, 17; 
And gives that honour which in life they ſought, 

BD © 

herbert the next adang'rous wound receiv'd, 
Full on his breaſt, and there had ſunk to-night, 

But that Rhodolpho's timely aid reliev'd, 
Whoſtraightruſh'd dreadful tothe ſcene of fight. 180 
XLVI. 

And near him Gondibert with Orgo ſtood, 
Who yet in war ne'er fleſh'd his maiden ſword, 
This hour he dy'd it deep in warriour's blood, 
And then fell bravely fighting by his lord: 
XLVII. 

For now as Melador's and Borgio's force 185 
Were join'd, at Gondibert to ſtrike amain, 
The youth oppos'd his breaſt to Borgio's force, 
While by his lord bold Melador was ſlain. 

XLVIII. 
The giant ſunk untimely to his grave, 
Like ſome tall pine, ſtruck by celeſtial fires, 190 
While Borgio curs'd the erring blow he gave, 
As from the Duke he ſullenly retires, 
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XLIX. 
And but Gualthierus' ready aid was near, 
His father's offspring by a foreign bed, 
Here he had run his laſt of life's career, 195 
And ſwell'd the growing number of the dead. 
L. 
But now ſo variouſly the combat bleeds, 
That Fame,tho'allhertonguesſhouldgivethem breath, 
Could not expreſs the bold and warlike deeds 
Of warriours ranging thro' this field of death. 2co 
Lt. 

At length, while yet the ſun's revolving ray 
WheePdroundthe ocean's brim with trembling light, 
The battle ſwerv'd with the declining day, 
Who Gondibert ſucceeded in the fight. 

LII. 
And perfect victor had the Duke remain'd, 20g 
But that Prince Hubert privately retir'd, 
And long before the camp at Breſcia gain'd, 
Whence he return'd with double fury fir'd, 

LIII. 
By ſecret ways his ci ſen band he draws, 
Till in a ſnare their enemies they thrall, 210 
Who feel th' effect, diſcerning not the cauſe, 
And die, unknowing by what hands they fall. 

LIV. 
But ſoon Rhodolpho and the Duke could tell 
The fata! guile, and found their ſtruggle vain, 
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But by the firſt of them had Hubert fell, 215 
Yet that he fenc'd him with a heap of ſlain. 
LV. 
As thus the chiefs contend, a veil of clouds 
(While thunders roll and gath'ring ſhow'rs deſcend) 
Alike the vanquiſh'd and the victor jhrouds, 
Yet in the ſtorm the eager troops contend. 220 
LVI. 
But now a choſen few the Duke ſelects, 
With whom he pierces Hubert's thick array, 
And while the fav'ring ſtorm his rear protects, 
Thro' all the fighting ranks he wins his way: 
LVII. 
Nor ſtops, till Bergamo's white tents he ſpies, 225 
Deck'd with the radiance of aſcending morn, 
And enters there, what time the ſhepherds riſe, 
And early huntſmen wind the ſhrill-ton'd horn. 228 
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GONDIBERT, 
BOOK UI. CANTO IX. 


The Argument. 


Black Dalga's wiles full timely do explore 
Brave Sigebert and prudent Ulfinore: . 
Them Goltho loſes in a winding way, 

And falls to barb'rous Borgio's troops a prey. 
Hubert's deſign upon Verona's tow'rs 
Diſclos'd with horrour in the gloomy hours: 
Sage Aribert ia vain conſults his peers, 

The council broken amidſt panick fears. 


I. 
Aras! that man, creation's glorious lord, 
And blefs'd with ſway ſupreme o'er ſea and land, 
With wiſdom's wealth ſhould be ſo thinly ftor'd, 
As by an harlot's ſmiles to be trepann'd. 

Il. 
In vain he boaſts him of his ſtrength and pow'r, 3 
In vain the image of his Maker wears, 
If prone to evil in the dang'rous hour, 
He fallsa prey to penitence and tears. 

III. 
Who that had feen young Goltho's force in fight, 
Who that had known the virtues of his youth, 10 
Had thought he held them both fo cheap and light, 
To riſk his ſafety on a harlot's truth ? 

IV. 
To ſacrifice his worth at ſuch a ſhrine," 
To waſte his hours in dalliance at her fide, 
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To call her Angel, Goddeſs moſt divine, 15 
Whom hell's black monarch had ſo deeply dy'd? 
V. 
Yet he, forgetful of the counſel ſage in 
Which Ulfinore ſo gen'roufly had giv'n, 
Attends on Dalga, thro' an unknown road, 
While the broad ſun declin'd the ſteep of heav'n. 20 
VI. 
Thro' winding mazy paths ſometimes they paſt, 
Sometimes o'er foreſts wild they held their way, 
A ſpacious dome receives them at the laſt, , 
Where all was deck'd for joy and am'rous play. 
VII. 
Blithe as à bridegroom ruſhing to his love, 25 
Young Goltho haſtes to quench his wanton fires, 
Whilſt other thoughts black Dalga's boſom move, 
Intent on other ſchemes than foſt'ring fond deſires, 
VIII. 
The youth whom Ulfinore had firſt deſcry'd 
Reſort with welcome to her open gate, 29 
That ſelf-ſame youth had Goltho ſtrictly ey'd, 
Aud ſought to work him an untimely fate. 
IX. 
Friend to Prince Oſwald, mortal hate he bore 
To all that ſought Duke Gondibert to aid, 
And on his brow a dreadful frown he wore, 25 
Till Dalga #1 her wily tale diſplay'd. 
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X. 
„Think not, my Love,” ſaid ſhe, that hated race 
„Who yith your houſe hold enmity fo great, 
© Shall e'er with me find favour, love, or grace, 
* But rather death and ſure deſtruQion meet. 40 
XI. 
*© Yet let him hither come, and bring his gold, 
And jewels ſtore, to purchaſe evil chance, 
No back-returning ſteps ſhall you behold, 
„lf to my wiſh the headlong youth advance. 
XII. 
For when again he hither hends his courſe, 43 
With him will I to lonely feats repair, 
© So may you him entrap with guile or force, 
And take him heedlefs in an eaſy ſnare,” 


XIII. 
The counſel pleas'd; and when young Goltho came, 
With eager haſte, to ſate his am'rous fire, 30 


Straight to her paramour the fraudful dame 
Diſpatch'd the tidings, which his haſte tequire. 
XIV. 
And he as ſoon, by Jealouſy and Hate 
Inſpir'd, and Malice, eldeſt- born of Hell, 
With two bold ſquires that on his fortune wait, 73 
Ruſh'd on to meet the ſtroke by which he fell. 
XV. | 
They leave Verona's lofty tow'rs behind, 
And follow eagerly their evil game 
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With ſpeed that ſeems t' outſtrip the paſſing wind, 
And leaves behind them honour, truth, and fame. 60 
XVI. . 
Now had they paſs'd the foreſt's awful ſhade, 
And now in view upon the open plain 
Beheld the dome where Goltho, twice betray'd, 
Was doom'd black Dalga's captive to remain: 
XVII. 
But ere they yet attain'd their deſtin'd place, 63 
From a deep dell, all clad in green array, 
Two knights came iſſuing forth with eager pace, 
Then check'd their haſte, and ſtood acroſs the way. 
XVIII. 
Aſtolpho (ſo the treach'rous youth we name) 
Who Goltho's glories ſought t' eclipſe ere noon, 70 
Stopp'dſhort, ſtarts backwardwithſurpriſeand ſhame, 
To find his early progreſs check'd ſo ſoon. 
XlX. 
Yet queſtions with himſelf if theſe be foes, 
Or how his deep deſign they c'er could ſcan, 
Of which to learn, ſtraight onward ſtill he goes, 75 
And ſoon a fierce and cruel fight began, 
XX. 
Him Ulfinore well knowing, nothing ſpoke, 
But at him aim'd aloft his Gothick lance, 
Which thro' a faithful ſervant's harneſs broke, 
That did in luckleſs hour his aid advance, 80 


4 


2 


80 


And ere brave Sigebert approach d him nigh, 93 
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XXI. 
Stretch'd on the ground when lewd Aſtolpho view'd 
His truſty ſquire, he chaf'd with double rage, 
And made his ſteel drink deep his rival's blood, 
And by his fall his anger ſought t' aſſuage. 
XXII. 
But Ulfinore not wounds or blood could tame; Bug 
In ſuch a cauſe reſolv'd to ſpend his breath, 
To ſave his friend, to purchaſe honeſt fame, 
And live victorious, or be great in death, 
XXIII. 
And Sigebert his friend, with courage warm'd, 
That other ſquire whom falſe Aſtolpho brought go 
Had overpower'd, and on the ground diſarm'd, 
His death deſerv'd had with his poniard wrought. 
XXIV. 
When at that inſtant Ulfinore wav'd high 
His ſhining blade, which on Aſtolpho fell, 


Had ſent his treach'rous ſoul to deepeſt hell. 
XXV. 
Theſe ſlain, the knightsholdſtraighttheir onward road 
To Dalga's manſion, where their friend they found, 
Loſt in the ſeas of joy which round him flow'd, 
And rapt in muſick's ſoul- diſſolving found, co 
XXVI. 
Faſt on a couch beſide him Dalga ſate, 
Her artful head reclining on his breaſt, 
Volume II. 0 
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And round about the nd damſels wait, 
Whom now ſhe bids prepare the ſumptuous feaſt. 
XXVII. 
For gray-ey'd Twilight o'erthe world had ſpread 105 
Her duſky curtain, and the heav'ns high 
Had loſt their laſt remains of parting red, 
And dipp'd their mantle in a deeper dye. 
XXVII. 
Straight in the hall a thouſand glitt'ring fires 
Shoot forth like meteors to adorn the night, 110 
And bring new day, when Phœbus' car retires, 
On weſtern ſhores to dart his welcome light. F 
XXIX. A 
Ev'n now the ſorc're(s rears a maſſy bow], 1 
Replete with juices of the purple vine, R 
Which hides beneath fell drugs and poiſons foul, 
Mix'd with the ſpirit of the gen'rous wine, 116 B 
XXX. N 
Unheeding Goltlio to his lips had rear'd N 
The dreadful potion, with a gentle ſmile, G 
When Ulfinore and Sigebert appear'd, 
Seiz'd the fell Dalga, and diſclos'd her guile. 120 U 
l. A 
The bowl they wrefled from their wond'ring friend, V 
To his vile miſtreſs inſtant they preferr'd, B. 
Who tells them death does on the draught attend, 
And owns that death ſhe has herſelf incurr'd, V 
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xXXI. | 
For hy Aſtolpho's coming did ſhe wait, 125 


On Goltho's head who ſhould have wreck'd his ire, 
5 But when no ſuch approach'd her open gate, | 
She doom'd the youth by poiſon to expire. - - 


XXXIII. . 
And by that draught (ſo Heav'n divinely viroaghe) 
Which for her gueſt ſhe foully did intend, 130 


By that ſame draught her own fall now is wrought, 
10 Which brings her ſoon to an unpity'd end. 
XXXIV. 
Her wicked damſels ſtraightway fled amain, 
And the rich houſe, and all its braveſt tore, 
The ſpoils of nymphs decoy'd and heroes flain, 135 
Remain'd to Goltho and to Ulfinore. 
XXXV. 
16 But no ſuch bawbles charm their longing eyes: 
Not wealth they ſeck, but quit the houſe of Guile, 
Nor wiſh to make the golden hoards their prize, 
Gain'd by the triumphs of an harlot's ſmile. 140 
XXXVI. 
[20 With haſte the hated manſion did they leave, 
And o'er the lawn, and thro' the foreſt ſped, 


nd, Where mazy paths their wand'ring ſteps deceive, 
By the faint glimm'ring of the ſtarlight led. 
x XXXVII. 


While thus perplex'd and unrefolv'd they ſtood, 145 
Seeking in vain ſome human track t' explore, 
O ij 
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The ſouth winds whiſtled wildly thro' the wood, 
And diſtant thunders roll'd with ſolemn roar, 
XXXVIII. 
Meteors, foreboding ſtorms, with horrid glare 
Gilt the dun horrouts of approaching night, 150 
A diſmal radiance darting thro' the air, 
A dire effulgence and unwelcome light. 
XXXIX. 
And nearer ſtill as the rude tempeſt drew, 
Still farther tow'rds the foreſt's chequer'd ſhade 
The youths approach, while at each ſtepthey view 155 
The hortours of the awful ſcene diſplay d. 
XL. 
„Met here,” ſaid Ulfinore, let not our hearts 
** Sink in deſpair, which erſt amidſt alarms 
Have never fail'd, while ſhow'rs of hoſtile darts 
** Pour'dlike thistempeſt on our ſhatter*d arms.“ 160 
XL1. 
Thus while he ſpoke, thick globes of hail deſcend, 
And all the winds of heav'n their forces try; 
Vaſt dreadful ſheets of livid fire extend 
From either pole, and blaze along the ſky. 
| XLI. 
To the loud winds the louder thunders roar, 165 
Reſponſive, while the hail's continu'd ſound, 
With all the ſtorms that from the heav'ns pour, 
The rattling branches thro' the wood reſound: 


60 
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XLIII. 
And ſwelling waters burſting from each rill, 
In towing torrents courſing thro' the ſhade; 
With murm'rings hoarſe, the troubled welkin fill, 
And the vex'd ear with deaf ning ſounds invade. 172 
XLIV. 
„ Methinks the Pow'rs above,” ſaid Goltho, then, 
« Reſolve to ſhake this globe's ſubſtantial baſe, 
© And hurl ſwift ruin on the ſons of men, 
Long try'd an impious and ungodly race: 156 
XLV. 
Elſe why theſe pealing ſounds, theſe ſheets of flame, 
And heav'n's eternal fluices open'd round? 
This heavy gloom that wraps th' ethereal frame, 
And theſe rude ſhocks that ſhake the ſolid ground?” 
XLVI. 
For as he ſpoke the rending glebe gave way, 
And fires infernal from beneath broke forth, 
Diſcloſing horrid caves unknown to-day, 
Deep in the bowels of the groaning earth. 184 
XLVII. 
% Brave Goltho,“ then ſaid Ulfinore the ſage, 
*Ev'n ' midſt the horrours of this dreadful ſcene, 
* This boiſt'rous ſtrife of elemental rage, 
* The philoſophick ſoul may fit ſerene. 128 
XLVII. 
* What if the jarring ſeeds of Nature, pent 
In hollow caves, theſe dreadful ſhocks ſupply, 
O ii) 
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« And burſting vapours ſtruggling for a vent, 
&« Blaze in the upper and the nether ſky ? 192 
XLIX. 

« Or what if heav'n's high pow'r in vengeance riſe, 

« To hurl theſe bolts that ſet the ſkies on fire? 

What if th' Almighty Mind theſe ſtrokes deviſe, 

And groaning nations in the ſhock expire? 196 
L. 

* Think'ſt thou not Virtue can maintain Her ſeat, 

Offspring belov'd of heav'n's eternal King? 

© Think'ſt thou ſuch ſhocks can reach her bleſt retreat, 

© Shelter'd behind the cherub Mercy's wing. aco 
LI. 

No! let the coward guilty only fear, 

© Whoſe conſcious hearts reproach them from within; 

ut is their place alone to tremble here, 

Who ſink oppreſs'd beneath a load of fin. 204 
LI. 

„ Believe me, Goltho, not the roaring war 

© Of yonder fiery cope, tho' mov'd etern', 

Can with the dreadful paſhons ere compare, 

That raging in unhallow'd boſoms burn. 208 

LIII. 

For theſe all in their place the lot fulfil, 

© Which Heav'n to each moſt wiſely hath aſſign d, 

* Whilft thoſe tempeſtuous paſſions thwart the will, 

And croſs the mandates of ch AlmightyMind.” 214 
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LIV. 
Touch'd with the words of one ſo wiſe and young, 
Regardleſs of the ſtorm brave Goltho walks, 
Hangs on the accents falling from his tongue, 215 
And ev'n when ſilent thinks that ſtill he talks. 

LV. 
But now two paths full op'ning to the view, 
To right and left, perplex'd the trav'llers ſtand, 

Nor know which road to leave nor which purſue, 
Alike they doubt to turn to either hand, 220 
LVI. 

One track led winding down a ſhelving dale, 
All arch'd with bending branches overhead, 
The other op'ning to the northern gale, 
Wide and more wide its greenwood carpet ſpread. 
LVII. | 
Goltho and Sigebert now firſt deſcend « 225 
The darkling dell, and its receſs explore, 
Whilſt where the wid'ning ſhades more free extend, 
With prudent ſtep advanc'd brave Ulfinore. 
LVIit. 
This done, they all appointed to return 
To that ſame place where both the ways did meet, 
And Ulfinore, who early did diſcern 231 
The open plain, turn'd back, his friend to greet. 
LIX. 
But when the ſpot he gain'd, in vain he ſought 
Thoſe friends, for whom awhile he patjent waits, 
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Revolving over in his anxious thought 235 
The various perils of uncertain fates, ' 
LX, 
But, tir'd at length, he down the darkling dale 
Moves with ſoft pace, and prudent eye aſkance, 
Meas'ring the track where ſcoops the hollow vale, 
And his firm ſteps ſupporting on his lance, 240 
LXI. 
Zo ſteers ſome veſſtl thro? the boiling deep, 
While rocks, and ſhoals, and quickſands are in view, 
Such cautious watch the ſteady pilots keep, 
And guide what courſe to ſhun and what purſue ; 
LXII. 
And ever and anon the boiſt'rous ſurge, 245 
That ſwells to meet them, carefully avoid, 
Then with quick helm the anſwering veſſel urge 
To ſhun its rage on other billows buoy'd. 
LXIII. 
And now had Ulfinore, with weary pace, 
Trac'd many a rood of that ſame winding way, 2:0 
Exploring as he went each ſecret place, 
Each dell, impervious een to brighteſt day. 
LXIV. 
At length, emerging ſrom the op'ning glade, 
He reach'd the margin of a riſing hill, 
Whoſe verdant top was crown'd with leafy ſhade, 
And at its foot there ran a murm'ring rill, 255 
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LXV. 
The winds were huſh'd, and the loud thunder's roar 
In feeble diſtant mutt*rings dy'd away, 
The livid lightnings flaſhing now no more, 
And night retir'd, pierc'd by Aurora's ray. 260 
LXVI. 
On the hill- top the gray dawn reſted high, 


: Which many a wreath of purple did adorn, 


Sol's loping beams ſhot upward to the ſky, 
And the lark ſang, the herald of the morg. 
LXVII. 


Glad Earth reviv'd, and o'er her face was ſpread 265 


The cheerful mantle of reviving green; 

The leafy trees, each from his lofty head, 

Diſtill'd big drops, which glitt'ring fell ſerene. 
LXVIII. 

Nature rejoic'd ; but ſtill with dow ncaſt eye, 

And heavy heart, foreboding future wo, 270 

The prudent youth heaves faſt the mournful figh, 

While half ſuppreſs'd the burſting ſorrows flow. 

LXIX. 

Goltho he calls; his manly voice he rears, 

Oft' to its pitch, which hill and dale rebound, 

The much-lov'd name each grot and cavern hears, 
And Goltho echoes thro the ſylvan bound, 276 
LXX. 

But Goltho hears not, diſtant from his friend, 
la evil plight he counts the lonely hours, 
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Doom'd long his fate uncertain to attend, 


Coop'd in the dureſs of unfriendly tow'rs. 289 Fe 
LXXI. T 
Far had he ftray'd adown the winding track, B. 
Reſolv'd ſome outlet from its maze to find, W 
Then mounts the hill, but haſty turning back, 
He ſaw ſurpris'd an armed band behind. Fa 
LXX II. 0! 
Theſe by the bloody Borgio's captains led, 285 At 
Ruſh'd bold and ſudden from the op'ning glade; In 
And now ſo well their evil bus'neſs ſped, 
The'youths muſt periſh, or be captive-made. By 
LXXIII. N Hz 
And they had periſh'd, while with deſp'rate force Ne 


They frove to penetrate the thick-rank'd foe, 290 W 
But that they ſunk beneath the trampling horſe, 


And thys were taken ev'n without a blow. No 

LXXIV. Bu 

Theſe to the Breſcian camp the chiefs convey d, He 

Reſalv'd to keep them as a pledge ſecure, WI 
Where they in heavy chains were inſtant laid, 295 

And muſt long pain and tedious bonds endure. No 

f LXXV. Wh 

But turn we now where Aribert awaits He 

Th' uncertain iſſue of diſaſtrous war, Ad 


And in Verona's tow'rs th' aſſembled ſtates 
Dcbating ſage with ſenatorial care. 300 
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LXXVI. 
For on that dreadful night the news was ſpread, 
That 4 train of Gondibert drew near, 
But Hubert's troops, by deſp'rate Morcar led, 
Which fill'd each boſom with a panick fear, 
LXXVII. 
For thro' all Lombardy was Morcar known 305 
Of fierceſt guiſe, diſdaining ſtill to yield, 
And oft” his dreadful proweſs had he ſhown, 
In death and ruin on the foughten field, 
LXX VIII. 
But ſtill more oft' the town's beleagur'd wall 
Had ſeen him victor in remoteſt lands; 310 
Nought joy'd him more than ſome rich city's fall, 
With whoſe ſack'd wealth to pay his ſavage bands. 
LXXIX. 
Nor age nor ſex their boiling rage would ſpare, 
But ſtill their ſteps were mark'd with ſeas of blood; 
Hence ev'ry foe mult conquer or deſpair, 35 
Where deſp' rate Morcar's haughty enſigns ſtood. 
LXXX. 
Now well diſſembling with a choſen few, 
Who wav'd their purple enſigns to the ſky, 
He to Verona's lofty turrets drew, 
advancing Gondibert's rich ſtandard high. 320 
LXXXI. 


Ji this he deem'd would ſoon admittance gain, 
I ſuch a time, when feſtal mirth went round; 
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Thus ſtratagem for once might force ſupply, 

And Hubert's hopes with wiſh'd ſucceſs be crown'd. 
LXXXII. 

The chief once enter d midſt the buſy throng, 325 

Soon might the reſt effect their bold deſign; 

Then ſhould grim war ſucceed to mirthful ſong, 

And Mars' dread feats takes place of rites divine. 
LXXXIII. 

But while he thus inſidious wiles prepares, 

A ſtraggling ſoldier, roving o'er the plain, 330 

Is caught unkeeding in their hidden ſnares, 

By ſuch à force as makes reſiſtance vain. 
LXXXIV. 

Vet the wiſe captive meeting art with art, 

Pretends great love to Princely Hubert's ſide, 


And offers many a ſecret to impart, 335 
Which may againſt his foes' ſtrong arms provide: 
LXXXV. 


For this too careleſsly the guards attend, 
On one devoted to their maſter's cauſe, 

And while they ſlightly watch this new-made friend, 
He tow'rds the city ſuddenly withdraws, 340 
LXXX VI. 

Tho' not fo ſafe he took his ſpeedy flight, 

But that the foe his ly deſertion found, 

Whoſe troops purſu'd him thro' the ſhades of night, 
And mark'd him Fer with many a ghaſtly wound. 
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But yet the fugitive the city gains, 345 
Tells all the ſnares the wily foe had laid, 
Then ſpent with foil and agonizing pains, 
He ſinks at once, and mingles with the dead. 
| LXXXVII. 
Now the ſcar'd prieſts the rites prepar'd ſarceaſe; 
To the loud trumpets found the timbrels yield; 350 
The youths ſtraight lay aſide their weeds of peace, 
And arm them quickly for the martial field, 
LXXXIxX. 
While the grave old, and thoſe whoſe rev rend place 
Ranks them in council with Verona's peers, 
In their long robes repair with flower pace; 355 
To where its head the lofty palace rears; | 
XC. | 
There awful met beneath their monarch's eye, 
With prudent care they ſcan the ſum of things; 
In ſtate ſublime, ſage Atibert on high, 
Weighs all advice that from their counſel ſprings. 
| XCl. 
Thus in Verona paſs the gloomy hours, 36 
While tempeſts roar, and thunders rend the ſky, 
While dreaded earthquakes ſhake thehodding tow'rs, 
And all the bulwarks tremble ſrom on high. 
| XCll, 
At length, while in debate the ſenate ſate, 36s 


A ſhout ſo loud came echoing from afar, 
F alume J. 5 
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That ſeem'd as if Verona's final fate 
Hung on the peal that rent the wounded air. 
RXCLT. 
A peal ſo loud, that the rude tempeſt's noiſe 
Was loſt and drowned in its louder ſound, 370 
And ſuch the ſwell of the ſonorous voice, 
As congregated waters' murm'ring ſound, 
XCIV. 
Straight riſe the peers, confuſion fills the hall, 
A thouſand tongues at once rude clamour raiſe, 
A thouſand fears do ev'ry heart appal, 375 
While each to learn the dreadful news eſſays. 
XCV. : 
Of theſe ſtrange tidings, and the ſtranger deeds 
Of many a chief, Verona's boaſt and pride, 
And ſtill what further change to all ſucceeds, 
And what grave words or bloody {words decide: 
XCVI. 
Theſe in another Canto ſhall be ſhown, 381 
But here our ſteeds awhile we mean to rein, 
Like thoſe of Sol, who leave his ev'ning throne, 
And ſleep with Thetis in the weſtern main. 384 
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Nutla placere diu, nec VIVELE carmina poflunt, 
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O. happineſs terreſtrial, and the ſource 

Whence human pleaſures flow, ſing, heav'nly Muſe! 

Of ſparkling juices, of th' enlivening grape, 

Whoſe quick'ning taſte adds vigour to the ſoul, 

Whoſe ſov'reign pow'r revives decaying nature, 5 

And thaws the frozen blood of hoary Age, 

A kindly warmth diffuſing ;—youthful fires 

Gild his dim eyes, and paint with ruddy hue 

His wrinkled viſage, ghaſtly wan before: 

Cordial reſtorative to mortal man, 10 

With copious hand by bounteous gods beſtow'd! 
Bacchus divine! aid my advent'rous ſong, 

© That with no middle flight intends to ſoar :** 


* In a letter from Aaron Hill to Mr. Savage, publithed in 
the former's Works, vol. I. p. 339. ſpeaking of Mr. Gay, he 
has theſe words, That Poem you ſpeak of, called Fine, 
he printed in the year 1710, as I remember. I am ſure Il have 
one among my pamphiets.—l will look for it and ſend it you, 
if it will be of uſe or ſatisfaQtion to any gentleman of your 
acquaintance. 2 This is the piece Mr. Hill mentions, and it 
is here printed from a copy of the original edition, 
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loſpir'd, ſublime, on Pegaſcan wing, 
By-thee upberne, | draw Miltonick air. 13 
When fumy vapours clog our loaded brows | 
With furrow'd frowns, when ſtupid downcaſt eyes, 
Th' external ſymptoms of remorſe within, 

Expreſs our grief, or when i in ſullen dumps, _ 
With head incumbent on expanded palm, 20 
Moping we fit, in ſilent ſorrow drown'd ; * 
Whether inveigling Hymen has trepann'd 

Th! unwary youth, and ty'd the _— knot 

Of jangling wedlock not to be diſſolv'd 
Worry'd all day by loud Xantippe's Ain, 25 
Who fails not to exalt him to the ſtars, | 
And fix him there amang the branched crew, 
(Taurus, and Aries, and Capricorn, 

The greateſt montters of the Zodiack) 

Or for the loſs of anxious worldly pelf, 4 30 
Or Cetia's ſcornful flights, and cold diſdain, 

Which check'd his am'rous flame with coy repulſe, 
"The worſt events that mortals can befall ; 

By cares depreſs'd, in penſi ve hippiſh mood, 

With loweſt pace the tedious minutes roll, 35 
Thy charming ſight, but much more charming guſt, 
New life incites, and warms our chilly blood. 
Straight with pert looks we raiſe our drooping fronts, 
And pour in cryſtal pure thy purer juice. 

With cheerful countenance and ſteady hand 49 
Raiſe it lip-high, then fix the fpacious rim 
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To the expecting mouth: with grateful taſte 
The ebbing wine glides ſwiftly o'er the tongue; 
The circling blood with quicker motion flies: 

Such is thy powertul influence, thou ſtraight 45 
Diſpell'ſt thoie clouds that, louring dark, eclips'd 
The wnilom glories of the gladſome face 

While dimpled cheeks, and ſparkling rolling eyes, 
Thy cheering virtues, and thy worth proclaim. 

So miſts and exhalations that ariſe 30 
From ** hills or ſteamy lake, duſky or gray, 
Prevail, till Phœbus ſheds [itanian rays, 

And paints their fleecy ſkirts with ſhining . : 
Unable to reſiſt, the foggy damps, 

That veil'd the ſurface of the verdant fields, 35 
At the god's penetrating beams diſperſe; 

The earth again in former beauty ſmiles, 

In gaudieſt livery dreſt, all gay and clear. 

When diſappointed Strephon meets repulſe, 
Scoff'd at, deſpis'd, in melancholick mood 60 
Joyleſs he waſtes in ſighs the lazy hours, 

Till reinforc'd by thy moſt potent aid 
He ſtorms the breach, and wins the beauteous fort, 

To pay thee homage, and receive thy bleſſing, 
The Britiſh ſeaman quits his native ſhore, 65 
And ventures thro' the trackleſs, deep abyſs, 
Ploughing the ocean, while the upheav'd oak, 
„With beaked prow, rides tilting o'er the waves z” 
Shock'd by tempeſtuous jarring winds, ſhe rolls 
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In dangers imminent, till ſhe arrives 70 
At thoſe bleſt climes thou favour'ſt with thy preſence. 
Whether at Lufitania' sſultry coaſt, 
Or lofty Teneriff, Palmo, Ferro, 
Provence, or at the Celtiberian ſhores, 
With gazing pleaſure and aſtoniſhment, 75 
At Paradiſe (ſeat of our ancient fire) 
He thinks himſelf arriv d: the purple grapes, 
In largeſt cluſters pendant, grace the vines 
Innumerous: in fields groteſque and wild, 
They with implicit curls the oak entwine, 80 
And load with fruit divine his ſpreading boughs: 
Sight moſt delicious! not an irkſome thought, 
Or of left native iſle, or abſent friends, 
Gr deareſt wife, or tender ſucking babe, 
Elis kindly treach'rous mem'ry now preſents; 85 
he jovial God has left no room for eares. 
Celeftial Liquor! thou that didſt infpire 
Nlaro and Flaccus, and the Grecian bard, 
With lofty numbers, and heroick ſtrains 
Enparallell'd, with eloquence profound, - $0 
And arguments con victive, didſt enforce | 
Fam'd Tully, and Demoſthenes renown' d: 
Ennius “, firſt fam'd in Latin fong, in vain 
Drew Heli iconian ſtreams, ungrateful whet 
To jaded Muſe, and oft', with vain attempt, 95 


* An old Latin poet, of whom a more modern Roman bard, 
when reading his works, made uſe of this expteſſion, : have 
% been OO for pearls in Eanius! Cunghill,” 
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Heroick acts, in flagging numbers dull, 

With pains eflay*d; but, abje till and low, 
His unrecruited Muſe could never reach 

The mighty theme, till, from the purple fount 
Of bright Lenzan fire, her barren drought 

He quench'd, and with inſ pixing nect'rous juice 


Her drooping ſpirits cheer'd :— aloft ſhe tow'rs, 


Berne on ſtiff pennons, and of war's alarms, 
And trophies won, in loftieſt numbers ſings. 
"Tis thou the hero's breaſt to martial acts, 
And reſolution bold, and ardour brave, 
Excit'ſt : thou check'ſt inglorious lolling eaſe, 


And fluggiſh minds with gen'rous fires inflam!'ſt. 
O Thou! that firſt my quick'ned ſoul didſt warm, 


Still with thy aid aſſiſt me, that thy praiſe, 

Thy univerſal ſway o'er all the world, 

In everlaſting numbers, like the theme, 

I may record, and ſing thy matchleſs worth. 
Had the Oxonian bard thy praiſe rehears'd, 

His Muſe had yet retain'd her wonted height: 

Such as of late o'er Blenheim's field ſhe ſoar'd 

Aerial; now in Ariconian bogs 

She lies inglorious, flound'ring, like her theme, 


Languid and faint, and on damp wing, immerg'd 


In acid juice, in vain attempts to riſe. 
With what ſublimeſt joy from noiſy town, 


At rural ſeat, Lucretius retir'd : 


Flaccus, untainted by perplexing cares, 
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Where the white poplar and the lofty pine 

Join neighb'ring boughs, ſweet hoſpitable ſhade, 125 
Creating, from Phæbean rays ſecure, 

A cool retreat, with few well-choſen friends, 

On flowery mead recumbent, ſpent the hours 

In mirth innocuous, and alternate verſe ! 

With roles interwoven, poplar wreaths, 130 
Their temples bind, dreſs of ſylveſtrian gods! 
Choiceſt nectarian juice crown'd largeſt bowls, 

And overlook'd the brim, alluring ſight, 

Of fragrant ſcent, attractive, taſte divine ! 

Whether from Formain grape depreſs'd, Falern, 135 
Or Setin, Maſſick, Gauran, or Sabine, 


| Leſbian, or Cœcuban, the cheering bowl 


Mov'd briſkly round, and ſpurr'd their heighten'd wit 
To ling Mecanas' praiſe, their patron kind. 

But we not as our priſtine fires repair 140 
T' umbrageous grot or vale; but when the ſun 
Faintly from weſtern ſkies his rays oblique 
Darts ſloping, and to Thetis' wat'ry lap 
Haſtens in prone career, with friends ſelect 
Swiftly we hie to Devil“, young or old, 145 
Jocund and boon; where at the entrance ſtands 
A ſtripling, who with ſcrapes and humil cringe 
Greets us in winning ſpeech, and accent bland: 
With lighteſt bound, and ſafe unerring ſtep, 

He ſkips before, and nimbly climbs the ſtairs. 150 


Thie Devil-tavern, Temple- bar, frequented by his friends, 
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Melampus thus, panting with lolling tongue, 

And wagging tail, gambols and friſks before 

His ſequent lord, from penſive walk return'd, 
Whether in ſhady wood or paſture green, 

And waits his coming at the well-known gate.— 155 
Nigh to the ſtair's aſcent, in regal port, 

Sits a majeſtick dame, whoſe looks denounce 
Command and ſov'reignty: with haughty air, 

And ſtudy'd mien, in ſemicire' lar throne 


Enclos'd, ſhe deals around her dread commands: 160 
Behind her (dazzling ſight!) in order rang'd, 
Pile above pile, cryſtalline veſſels ſhine: 


Attendant flaves with eager ſtrides advance, 
And, after homage paid, bawl out aloud 
Words unintelligible, noiſe confus'd: 165 


She knows the jargon ſounds, and ſtraight deſcribes, 


In characters myſterious, words obſcure; 

More legible are Algebraick ſigns, 

Or myſtick figures by magicians drawn, 

When they invoke th' infernal ſpirit's aid. 170 
Drive hence the rude and barbarous diſſonance 

Of ſavage Thracians and Croatian boors ; 

The loud Centaurian broils with Lapithæ 

Sound harth, and grating to Lenzan god 

Chaſe brutal feuds of Belgian ſkippers hence, 175 

(Amid their cups whoſe innate temper 's ſhewn) 

In clumſy fiſt wielding Scymmetrian knife, 

Who flaſh each other's eyes, and blubber'd face, 


178 MISCELLANIES, 


Profaning Bacchanalian ſolemn rites : 
Muſick's harmonious numbers better ſuit 180 
His feſtivals, from inſtruments or voice, 
Or Gaſperini's hand the trembling ſtring 
Should touch; or from the dulcet Tuſcan dames, 
Or warbling Toft's far more melodious tongue, 
Sweet ſymphonies ſhould flow: the Delian god 185 
For airy Bacchus is aſſociate meet. 

The ſtair's aſcent now gain'd, our guide unbars 
The door of ſpacious room, and creaking chairs 
(ro ear offenſive) round the table ſets. 


We ſit ; when thus his florid ſpeech begins: 190 


Name, Sirs! the wine that moſt invites your taſte; 
„ Champaigne, or Burgundy, or Florence pure, 

© Or Hock antique, or Liſbon new or old, 

© Bourdeaux, or neat French white, or Alicant.“ 
For Bourdeaux we with voice unanimous I95 
Declare (ſuch ſympathy 's in boon compeers. ) 

He quits the room alert, but ſoon returns; 

One hand capacious gliſt'ring veſſels bears 
Reſplendent, th' other, with a graſp ſecure, 

A bottle (mighty charge!) upſtaid, full fraught 200 
With goodly wine. He, with extended hand 

Raie'd high, pours forth the ſanguine frothy juice, 
O'erſpread with bubbles, diſſipated ſoon : 

We ſlraight to arms repair, experienc'd chiefs: 
Now glaſſes claſh with glaſſes (charming ſound !)205 
And glorious Anua's healch, the firſt, the beſt, 


FI " "Oy — nn "OY 


$ 


MISCELLANIES. 179 


Crowns the full glaſs; —at her inſpiring name 
The ſprightly wine reſults, and feems to ſmile; 
With hearty zeal, and wiſh unanimous, 
Her health we drink, and in her health our own. 210 
A pauſe enſues: and now with grateful chat 
W'' improve the interval, and joyous mirth 
Engages our rais'd ſouls; pat repartee, 
Or witty joke, our airy ſenſes moves 
To pleaſant laughter, ſtraight the echoing room 215 
With univerſal peals and ſhouts reſounds. 
The royal Dane, bleſt conſort of the Queen, 
Next crowns the ruby'd nectar, all whoſe bliſs 
In Anna's plac'd :—with ſympathetick flame, 
And mutual endearments, all her joys, 220 
Like the kind turtle's pure untainted love, 
Centre in him, who ſhares the gratefu] hearts 
Of loyal ſubjeRs, with his ſov'reign queen; 
For by his prudent care united ſhores 
Were ſav'd from hoſtile fleets' invaſion dire, 225 
The hero Marlbro' next, whoſe vaſt exploits 
Fame's clarion ſounds; freſh laurels, triumphs new 
We wiſh, like thoſe he won at Hockſtecht's ſicld. 
Next Devonſhire illuſtrious, who from race 
Of nobleſt patriots ſprang, whoſe worthy foul 230 
Is with each fair and virtuous gift adorn'd, 
That ſhone in his moſt worthy anceſtors; 
For then diſtinct in ſeparate breaſts were ſeen 
Virtues diſtin, but all in kim unite, 
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Prudent Godolphin, of the nation's weal 233 
Frugal, but free and gen'rous of his own, 

Next crowns the bowl; with faithful Sunderland, 
And Halifax, the Muſes' darling ſon, 

In whom conſpicuous, with full luſtre, ſhine 

The ſureſt judgment and the brighteſt wit, 240 
Himſelf Mecænas and a Flaccus too :—— 

And all the worthies of the Britiſh realm, 

In order rang'd, ſucceed; ſuch healths as tinge 

The dulcet wine with a more charming guſt. 

Now each his miſtreſs toaſts, by whoſe bright eye 
He's fir'd ; Coſmelia fair, or Dulcibell', 246 
Or Sylvia, comely black, with jetty eyes 
Piercing, or airy Celia, ſprightly maid !— 
Inſenſibly thus flow unnumber'd hours; 

Glaſs ſucceeds glaſs, till the Dircean god 250 
Shines in our eyes, and with his fulgent rays 
Enlightens our glad looks with lovely dye; 

All blithe and jolly, that like Arthur's knights 

Of Rotnnd Table, fam'd in old records, 

Now moſt we ſeem'd—Such is the pow'r of Wine. 

Thus we the winyed hours in harmleſs mirth 256 
And joys unſully'd pals, till humid Night 
Has half her race perform'd ; now all abroad 
Is huſli'd and filent, nor the rumbling noiſe 
Of coach, or cart, or ſmoky linkbey's call, 260 
Is heard but univerſal filence reigns; 

When we in merty plight, airy and gay, 
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ferpris'd to find the hours ſo ſwiftly fly, 
With haſty knock, or twang of pendant cord, 


Alarm the drowſy youth from {lumb'ring nod, 265 


Startled he flies, and ſtumbles o'er the fairs 
Erroneous, and with buſy knuckles plies 

His yet clung eyelids, and with ſtagg'ring reel 
Enters confus'd, and muttt'ring afks our wills; 
When we with liberal hand the ſcore diſcharge, 270 
And homeward each his courſe with ſteady ſtep 
Unerring ſteers, of cares and coin bereft, 272 


THE STORY OF CEPHISA. 


Ix weſtern climes where the bright god of Day 
Darts on the gladſome carte warmer ray, 
While ſmiling Spring led on the jocund Hours, 
And early months beſtrew'd the fields with low'rs, 
In bloom of youth Cephiſa, lovely maid! 5 
Trac'd the wide lawns, and thro' the foreſts ſtray d; 
Not all the nymphs who ſwell Diana's train, 
From Cynthus' top, when iſſuing on the plain, 
With hound and horn they raiſe the cheerful cry, 
And the rocks echo and the floods reply; 10 
Not all their train for beauty could compare, 
Their goddefs' ſelf ſcarce like Cephiſa fair. — 
Struck with the ſight of ſuch tranſcendent charms, 
With gifts the ſhepherds woo'd her to their arms. 
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The am'rous toys no grace nor favour gain'd; 13 
The gifts and givers ſhe alike diſdain'd, 
Reſolv'd in happy ſolitude to rove 
A ſyivan huntreſs thro' the leafy grove. 

But envious Fate the nymph no reſpite gives, 
In cv'ry heart her lov'd idea lives; 29 
E'en Pan himſelf, with ardent paſſion fir d, 
The God of Woods, the woodland nymph defir'd; 
Still as he views, he pants to claſp the maid, 
And, ſoftly ſighing to himſelf, he ſaid; 
« happy Winds! which kiſs that ſnowy breaſt, 25 
* © happy garments! which thoſe limbs inveſt; 
*« But happicr he who gains ſo rich a prize, 

Pants in thoſe arms, and on that boſom dies! 
Thus he; — the nymph far other loves employ, 
The chaſe her glory, and the woods her joy; 39 

Oft' as the god is preſent to her ſight, 
So oft” the nymph prepares for ſudden flight, 
Fludes his (earch, ſwiſt kimming o'er the lawn, 
As from the beagle flies the bounding fawn. 

A bow'r there wes, a cloſe ſequeſter'd ſhade, 35 
By poplar boughs and twining oſiers made, 
Faſt by whoſe fide a cryſtal fountain ſlow'd, 
(he barks with flow'rs of various colours glow'd) 
Here oft' at noon the weary fair reclin'd 
Vo court the coolneſs of the gentle wind; 49 
For here ſoft zephyr with a grateful breeze 
Kis'd the young plants, and whiſper'dthro' the trees. 
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it chanc'd that Pan had mark'd the pebbled bed, 
Where the ſtream ifſu'd from its fountain-head, 
Thence pouring on, thro' moſſy windings roll'd, 45 
O'er fertile tracks, and ſands that glow'd with gold; 
Its courſe the god with curious ſearch purſu'd, 
Till pleas'd, at length the fragrant bow'r he view'd; 
But far more pleas'd the beauteous nymph ſurvey'd, 
Stretch'd at her eaſe beneath the cooling ſhade. 5 
His near approach the penſive nymph alarms, 
Who riſes haſty, with diſorder'd charms, 
Springs from her covert like the tim'rous hare, 
And, flying, fills with facicks the ambient air. 
With wipgs of love Pan urges on the coume; - 55 
Fear lends her ſtrength, while Love ſupplies his ſore. 
Yet oft' the god, in the mid chaſe, delays, | 
Stops ſhort of conqueſt, and ſubmiſſive prays; 
*© O Thou!“ he cries, ** the lovelieſt of thy kind, 
Why fly'{ thou thus, and leav'ſt thy love behind? 
No ſavage foe, no plunderer, is near, ot 
Nor mountain- robber with his dreadful ſpear; 
„Nor mean am l, tho* woods my lineage claim, 
« My fire immortal, and myſelf the ſame ; 
«© Nor on the crook nor plough do I depend, 65 
Nor on the mountain'stop a ſcanty flock attend 
Pan is my name; — the herds on yonder plains 


My herbage fattens and my care ſuſtains; 


To me the woodland empire is decreed; 
© | claim th' invention of the vocal reed; 3D 
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Let vain theſe arts, theſe gifts in vain beſtew's, 

Great as | am, and worſhipp'd as a god, 

If thou, bright Nymph! with coyneſs and diſdain 

** Repay thy lover, and deride his pain.“ | 
Thus urg'd the ſylvan god his am'rous pray'r, 75. 

Bat all his words were loſt in empty air. 

With double ſpeed the nymph her courſe renew'd, 

With double {peed the raviſher purlu'd ; 

O'er hills and dales they hold the rapid race, 

Till, ſpent at length, and weary'd with the chaſe, 80 

With ſecret dread ſhe views the ſun defcend, 

And Twilight o'er the earth her veil extend; 

For now the {wift purſuer nearer drew, 

And almoſt touch'd her garments as ſhe flew; 

Wheel'd as ſhe wheel'd, on ev'ry footſtep gain'd, 85 

And no relief nor glimpſe of hope remain'd. 

Faſt by a ſtream an ancient altar ſtood, 

And clofe behind it roſe a wavy wood, 

Whole twining boughs exclude the parting light, 

And duſky ſhades anticipate the night, 90 

Thither, collecting all her force, ſhe flies, 

And, Oh! whatever god,” the damſel cries, 

«* ProteQs this altar, may that gen'rous pow'r 

Hear and relieve me in this dang'rous hour; | 

Give me at leaſt to ſave my ſpotleſs fame, G5 

And ſtill in death preſerve a virgin's name.“ 
While thus to unknown pow'rs Cephiſa pray'd, 

Victorious Pan o'ertook the fainting maid: 
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Around her waiſt his eager arms he throws. 

With love and joy his throbbing boſom glows; 100 
When, wonderful to tell, her ſorm receives 

A verdant cov ring of expanded leaves; 

Then fhooting downward trembling to the ground, 
A fibrous root her flender ancles bound. 

Strange to herſelf, as yet, aghaſt ſhe ſtands, 105 
And to high Heav'n ſhe rears her fpotleſs hands; 
Theſe while ſhe ſpreads them ſtill in ſpires extend, 
Till in ſmall leaves her taper fingers end: 

Her voice ſhe tries, but ntt'rance is deny'd, 

The ſmother'd ſounds in hollow murmurs dy' d. 110 
At length, quite chang'd, the god with wonder view'd 
A beauteous plant arifing where ſhe ſtood 

This from his touch, with human ſenſe infpir'd, 
Indignant ſhrinking, of itſelf retir'd : | 
Yet Pan attends it with a lover's cares, 115 
And foſt' ring aid with tender hand prepares; 

The new · form d plant reluctant ſeems to yield, 

And lives the grace and glory of the ſield. 

But ſtill, as mindſul of her former ſtate, 

The nymph's perlections on her change await, 1 20 
And tho' transforni'd, her virtue till remains, 

No touch impure her ſacred plant ſuſtains, 

From whence the name of Senſitive it gains. 

This oft' the nymphs approach with ſecret dread, 124 
While crimſon bluſhes o'er their checks are ſpread ; 
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Yet the true virgin has no cauſe for fear, 

The teſt is equal if the maid's ſincere, 

This in thy walks, O ——, is found, 

Thy walks, for virgins fair and chaſte renown'd : 
This from the mild Heſperian clime convey'd 130 
Shall ever bloom, O W in thy ſhade 

Yet weſtern nymphs thy wondrous tree avoid, 

Leſt all their hopes be by a touch deſtroy'd, 
Britannia's daughters no ſuch terrours know; 

With no lewd flames their ſpotleſs boſoms glow : 135 
Tho' ev'ry ſhrub our cultur'd gardens boaſt, 

And all of foreign ſtock, a countleſs hoſt, 

Should all at once the precious gift receive, 

And ev'ry plant become a Senſitive: 

Yet ſhould their fame the dreadful trial tand, 140 
And add new honours to their native land, 
Honours their lateſt progeny ſhall ſhare, 

For ever virtuous, as for ever fair. 143 


PROLOGUE. 


DESIGNED FOR THE PASTORAL TRAGEDY OF DIONEF, 


Turxe was a time (O were thoſe days renew'd!) 
Ere tyrant laws had woman's will ſubdu'd; 

Then Nature rul'd, and Love, devoid of art, 

Spoke the conſenting language of the heart, 

Love uncontroll'd ! inſipid, poor delight! Li 
"Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite, 
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No trumpets clangour makes his heroine ſtart, 
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Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free, 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree; 
In their amours fee Nature's pow'r appear! 
And do they love? Yes—One month in the year. 
Were theſe the pleaſures of the Golden reign? 12 
And did free Nature thus inſtruR the ſwain ? 
I envy not, ye nymphs! your am'rous bow'rs, 
Such harnilefs fwains!—1'meven content with ours. 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe fylvan ſcenes 15 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 
Name but the moſſy bank and moonlight grove, 
Is there a heart that does pot beat with love ? 

To- night we treat you with ſuch country fare, 
Then for your lover's fake our Author ſpare. 29 
He draws no Hemiſkirk boors or homebred clowns, 
But thedoft ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs. 

When Paris on the three his judgment paſt, 

I hope you *l} own the ſhepherd ſhow'd his taſte ; 
And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 25 
Who made the nymph Caliſto break her duty: 
Then was the country nymph no awkward thing. 
See what ſtrange revolutions time can bring! 

Yet iti}, methinks, our Author's fate | dread ; 
Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread 39 
Of Tragedy, than o'er wild heaths to ſtray, 
And, ſeeking ſtrange adventures, loſe his way? 


And tears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart; 
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He, fooliſh Bard! nor pomp nor ſhow regards; 334 
Without the witneſs of a hundred guards | 
His lovers ſigh their vows. If fleep ſhould take ye, 
He has no battle, no loud drum, to wake ye. 

What, no ſuch ſhifts? there 's danger in't, it is true; 
Yet ſpare him, as he gives you ſomething new. 40 


THE LAMENTA TION 
OF GLUMDALCLITCH 


FOR THE 


I. OSS OF GRILDRIG. 


Soon as Glumdalclitch miſs'd her pleaſing care, 
She wept, ſhe blubber'd, and ſhe tore her hair. 
No Britiſh miſs fincerer grief has known, 

Her ſquirrel miſting, or her ſparrow flown. 6 
She furl'd her ſampler, and haul'd in her thread, 3 6« 
And ſtuck her needle into Grildrig's bed; 6« 
Then ſpread her hands, and with a bounce let fall 66 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. 10 
In peals of thunder now ſhe roars, and now 4 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow: 10 40 
Vet lovely in her ſorrow ſtill appears, cc 
Her locks diſhevell'd, and her flood of tears 40 
Seem like the lofty barn of ſome rich ſwain, 10 
When from the thatch drips faſt a ſhow'r of rain. « 
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In vain ſhe fearch'd each cranny of the houſe, 15 

Each gaping chink impervious to a mouſe. 

« Was it for this“ ſhe cry'd, ©* with daily care 

Within thy reach I ſet the vinegar, 

* And fill'd the cruet with the acid tide, 

„While pepper- water worms thy bait ſupply'd, 20 

« Where twin'd the filver eel around thy hook, 

1% And all the little monſters of the brook ? 

&* gure in that lake he dropt: myGrilly*sdrown'd,” — 

She dragg'd the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 
Vain is thy courage, Grilly ! vain thy boaſt; 25 

« But little creatures enterpriſe the molt. 

© Trembling, I've feen thee dare the kitten's paw, 

« Nay, mix with children as they play'd at taw, 

Nor fear'd the marbles as they bounding flew ; 

*« Marbles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 39 
„Why did I truſt thee with that giddy youth! 

© Who from a page can ever learn the truth? 

« Vers'd in court tricks, that money-loving hoy 

* To ſome lord's daughter fold the living toy, 

Or rent him limb from limb, in eruel play, 35 

« As children tear the wings of flies away. 

From place to place o'er Brobdignag 1 H roam, 

«© And never will return, or bring thee home. 

& But who hath eyes to trace the paſſing wind? 

* How then thy fairy footſteps can l find? 40 

% Doſt thou bewilder'd wander all alone 

n the green thicket of a moſly ſtone, 
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Or tumbled from the toadſtool's ſlippery round, 

« Perhaps all maim' d, lie grovelling on the ground? 
Poſt thou imboſom'd in the lovely roſe, 45 
Or ſunk within the peach's down repoſe ? 
„Within the kingcup if thy limbs are ſpread, 

Or in the golden cowflip's velvet head 

« O ſhew me, Flora! *midſt thoſe ſweets, the flow'r 
«© Where fleeps my Grildrig in his fragrant bow'r!;0 

« But, ah! I fear thy little fancy roves 

£ On little females and on little loves; 

„Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny ſpoufe, 

«© The baby playthings that adorn thy houſe, 

* Doors, windows, chimnies, and the ſpacious rooms, 
Equal in ſize to cells of honey-combs. 56 
* Haſt thou for theſe now ventur'd from the ſhore, 
„Thy bark a bean-ſhell, and a ſtraw thy oar ? 

* Or in thy box now bounding on the main, 

* Shall I ne'er bear thyſelf and houſe again? 60 
% And ſhall I ſet thee on my hand no more, 

«© To fee thee leap the lines, and traverſe o'er 

„My ſpacious palm? of ſtature ſcarce a ſpan, 

% Mimick the actions of a real man? 

* No more behold thee turn my watch's key, 635 
© As ſeamen at a capſtern anchors weigh? | 
* How waſt thou went to walk with cautious tread, 
A diſh of tea, like milkpail on thy head? 

How chaſe the mite that bore thy cheeſe away, 

* And keep the rolling maggot at a bay ?” 79 
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She ſaid; but broken accents ſtopt her voice, 
Soft as the ſpeaking-trumpet's mellow noiſe: 
She ſobb'd a ſlorm, and wip'd her flowing eyes, 
Which (cenr'd like two broad ſuns in miſty ſcies. 
O] ſquander not thy grief; thoſe tears command 75 
To weep upon our cod in Newfpundland; 
The plenteous pickle ſha]l preferve the fiſh, 
And Europe taſte thy ſorrows in a diſh. 7 


MARY GULLIVER, 
To CAPT. LEMUEL GULLIVER, 


The Argument. 
de Captain, ſome time after his return, being retir*d to Mr. Sympſon's 
in the country, Mrs. Gulliver apprebencing, from his late behaviours 
fone eflrangemeat of his afﬀections, writes him the following capo- 
ſtulating, ſouthing, and tenderly-complaining Fpiſtle. 
Wer cout, thrice welcome, to thy native place! 
What, touch me not? What, ſhun awife's embrace? 
Have I for this thy tedious abſence borne, 
And wak'd and wiſh'd whole nights for my return ? 
In five long years I took no ſecond ſpouſe ;” 5 
What Rotherhithe wife fo long hath kept her vows? 
Your eyes, your noſe, inconftancy betray ; 
Your nofe you ſtop, your eyes you turn away, 
is ſaid that thou ſhouldit cleave unto thy wile ; 
Once thou didſt cleave, and | could cleave for life. £5 
Hear, and relent! hark, how thy children moan : 
Pe kind at Icaſt to theſe, they are thy owa: 
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Be bold, and count them all, ſecure to find 
The honeſt number that you left behind, 
See how they pat thee with their pretty paws: 15 
Why ſtart you ? are they ſnakes? or have they claws? 
Thy Chriſtian ſeed, our mutual fleſh and bone; 
Be kind at leaſt to theſe, they are thy own. 
Biddel*, like thee, might fartheſt India rove ; 
He chang'd his country, but retains his love. 20 
There 's Captain Pannell, abſent half his life, 
Comes back, and is the kinder to his wife; 
Yet Pannell's wife is brown compar'd to me, 
And Miſtreſs Biddel ſure is ſifty-three. 
Not touch me! never neighbour call'd me Slut: 25 
Was Flimnap's dame more ſweet in Lilliput ? 
I *ve no red hair to breathe an odious fume ; 
At leaſt thy conſort's cleaner than thy groom. 
Why then that dirty ſtableboy thy care? 
What mean thoſe viſits to the ſorrel mare? 39 
Say, by What witchcreft, or what demon led, 
Preferr'{t thou litter to the marriage bed! 
Some ſay the dev*'] himſelf is in that mare: 
E ſo, our Dean ſhall drive him forth by pray'r. 
Some think you mad, ſome think you are poſſeſt, 35 
That Bedlam and clean ſtraw will ſuit you beſt. 
Vain means, alas, this frenzy to appeaſe ; 
That ſtraw, that ſtraw would heighten the diſeaſe, 


* Names of the ſea captains mentioned in Cuiliver's 
Travels. 
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My bed (the ſcene of all our former joys, 
Witneſs two lovely girls, two lovely boys) 40 
Alone I preſs : in dreams I call my dear, 
I ſtretch my hand; no Gulliver is there! 
1 wake, I riſe; and, ſhiv'ring with the froſt, 
Search all the houſe : my Gulliver is loſt ! 
Forth in the ſtreets I ruſh with frantick cries ; as 
The windows open: all the neighbours riſe: 
Where ſleeps my Gulliver? O tell me where! 
The neighbours anſwer ** With the ſorrel mare.” 
At early morn' I to the market haſte, 
(5tudious in ev'ry thing to pleaſe thy taſte) 30 
A curious fowl and *'ſparagus I choſe, 
(For | remember'd you were fond of thoſe) 
Three ſhillings coſt the firſt, the laſt ſeven groats; 
Sullen you turn from both, and call for oats, 
Others bring goods and treaſure to their houſes, 5 5 
; Something to deck their pretty babes and ſpouſes; 
My only token was a cup like horn, 
That 's made of nothing but a lady's corn, 
Tis not for that I grieve; no, tt is to ſee 
The groom and ſorrel mare preferr'd to me! 60 
5 Theſe, for ſome moments when you deign to quit, 
And (at due diſtance) ſweet diſcourſe admit, 
"Tis all my pleaſure thy paſt toil to know, 
For pleas'd remembrance builds delight on wo, 
At ev'ry danger pants thy conſort's breaſt, 65 
And gaping infants ſquall to hear the reſt, 
Volume JI. R 
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How did 1 tremble when, by thouſands bound, 

I ſaw thee ſtretch'd on Lilliputian ground! 

When ſcaling armies climb'd up ev'ry part, 

Each ſtep they trod I felt upon my heart: 70 
But when thy torrent quench'd the dreadful blaze, 
King, qucen, and nation, ſtaring with amaze, 

Full in my view how all my huſband came! 

And what extinguiſh'd theirs increas'd my flame. 
Thoſe ſpectacles, ordain'd thine eyes to ſave, 75 
Were once my preſent ; Love that armour gave. 


- How did I mourn at Bolgolam's decree ! 


For when he ſign'd thy death he ſentenc'd me. 
When folks might ſee thee all the country round 

For ſixpence, I'd have giv'n a thouſand pound. 80 

Lord! when that giant babe that head of thine 

Got in his mouth, my heart was up in mine! 

When in the marrowbone I ſaw thee ramm'd, 

Or on the houſe-top by the monkey cramm'd, 

The pitcous images renew my pain, 85 

And all thy dangers | weep o'er again. 

But on the maiden's nipple when you rid, 

Pray Heav'n 't was all a wanton maiden did! 

Glumdalclitch too !-—with thee I mourn her caſe; 

Heav'n guard the gentle rl from all diſgrace! 90 

O may the king that one neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the fault by which I live! 

Vas there no other way to ſet him free? 

My life, als! 1 fear prov'd death to thee. 
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O teach me, Dear! new words to ſpeak my flame! 
Teach me to woo thee by thy beſt-lov'd name; 96 
Whether the ſtile of Grildrig pleaſe thee moſt, 

So call'd on Brobdignag's ſtupendous coaſt, 

When on the monarch's ample hand you ſate, 

And hallow'd in his ear intrigues of ſtate, 100 
Or Quinbus Fleſtrin more endearment brings, 
When like a mountain you look down on kings; 

If ducal Nardack, Lilliputian peer, 

Or Glumglum's humbler title ſooth thy ear; 

Nay, would kind Jove my organs ſo diſpoſe, 105 
To hymn harmonious Houyhnhym thro' the noſe, 
I'd call thee Houyhnhym, that high ſounding name, 
Thy children's noſes all ſhould twang the ſame; 

So might I find my loving ſpouſe of courſe 

Endu'd with all the virtues of a horſe. 110 


TO QUINBUS FLESTRIN, 
THE MAN-MOUNTAIN. 


A LILLIPUTIAN ODE, 
I. 
Is amaze 
Loſt, I gaze. 
Can our eyes 
Reach thy ſize ? 
May my lays 5 
Swell with praiſe 
R 33 
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Worthy thee! 
Worthy me! 
Muſe, inſpire 
All thy fire ! 
Bards of old 
Of him told, 
When they ſaid 
Atlas' head 
Propt the ſkies. 


See and believe your eyes! 


II. 
See him ſtride 
Vallies wide; 
Over woods, 
Over floods, 
When he treads, 
Mountains” heads 
Groan and ſhake: 
Armies quake, 
Leſt his ſpurn 
Overturn 
Man and ſteed. 
Troops, take heed; 
Left and right 
Speed your flight, 
Leſt an hoſt 


Beneath his foot be left. 
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III. 1404 
Turn'd aſide ! 
From his hide, 
Safe from wound. 35 
Darts rebound, 
From his noſe 
Clouds he blows ! 
When he ſpeaks, | 
Thunder breaks! 40 
When he eats, 
Famine threats! 
When he drinks, 
Neptune ſhrinks! | 
Nigh thy ear, 45 
In mid air, | 
On thy hand T 
Let mie ſtand, 
So ſhall I 
(Lofty Poet!) touch the ſky. 50 


THE MAN-MOUNTAIN'S ANSWER 


To THE 
LILLIPUTIAN VERSES. 
Lirrtn Thing! f | 


I would fing 
Riij 


93 


MISCELLANIENT 


- Lofty ſong, - 


Meaſure long; 
But I fear 
That thine ear 


Such a poem could not bear: 


Therefore 1 

Mean to try 
Humbler lays 
Worthy praiſe. 

If my ſtrains 
Work'd thee pains, 
Tis not mine 

To divine 
Whether coſt, 
Labour loſt, 


May on Lilliput be toſt. 


Horſe and foot 
Would you put 
In the way, 
Who could ſay 
I had blame, 

If they came 
Near my ſtride, 
And beſide 


My huge foot gigantick dy'd? 


But while here 
I appear 
Mountain-ſize 
To little eyes, 


15 


25 


30 
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All that ſtrainn, 
Seek in vain, | 
Whillt I climb, | 
Heights ſublime, 35 
To keep pace, 
And to trace 
My footſteps, as I move with martial grace. 
Tho! 't is true | 
Praiſe is due | 410 
To your lay, | 
Vet I pray 
You'll attend 
To a friend. 
On my hand | 45 
Should you ſtand, | 
If thoſe that ſoar | 
Fall the low'r, | 
| All Lilliput would your's — | 
Humbly then, | 40 
With little men, 
Take your ſtand 
On firm land, 
Leſt your place 
Bring diſgrace: r5 
High in air, | 
Great the care, 
To be free 


ö | From jeopardy, 
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Careleſs found, 60 
You might bound, | 
Little poet! to the ground. 62 
VERSES 
To be placed under the 
PICTURE OF SIR R—B— 


ENGLAND's ARCH-POET ; 


Containing a complete catalogue of bis wworks. 


Ser who ne'er was, nor will be half read; 
Who firſt ſang Arthur (a); then ſang Alfred (5); 
Prais'd great Eliza (c) in God's anger, 
Till all true Engliſhmen cry'd; Hang her 
Made William's virtues wipe the bare a— 8 
And hang'd up Marlborough in arras (4); 
Then hiſs'd from earth, grew heav'nly quite; 
Made ev'ry reader curſe the light (e); 
Maul'd human wit in one thick ſatire (/), 
Next, in three books, ſpoil'd human nature (g). 10 
Undid creation (b) at a jirk, 
And of redemption (i) made damn'd work. 
(a) Two heroick poems, in folio, twenty books. 
(b) Heroick poem, in twelve books. 
(e) Heroick poem, in folio, ten books. 
(a) Inſtructions to Vanderbank, a tapeſtry weaver. 
(e) Hymn to the light. 
(f) Satire againſt wit. 
(z) Of the nature of man. 


(Þ) Creation, a poem, in ſeven books. 
(i) The Redeemer, another heroick Poem, in ſix books: 
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Then took his Muſe at once and dipt her 
Full in the middle of the Scripture, 
What wonders there the man grownold did! 13 
Sternhold himſelf he out- Sternholded ; 
Made David (+) ſeem ſo mad and freakiſh, 
All thought him juſt what thought King Achiſh. 
No mortal read, his Solomon (i), 
But judg'd Re'boam his own ſon. 20 
Moſes he ſerv'd'as Moſes Pharaoh, 
And Deborah, as ſhe Siſerah (en): 
Made Jeremy (a) full ſore to ery, 
And Job (o) himſelf curſe God and die, 
What puniſhment all this muſt follow ? 15 
Shall Arthur uſe him like King Tollow? 
Shall David as Uriah flay him? 
Or dext'rous Deb'rah Siſerah- him: 
Or ſhall Eliza lay a plot, 
To treat him like her ſiſter Scot ? 30 
Shall William dub his better end (p), 
Or Marlbro' ſerve him like a friend ? 
No! none of theſe |-—Heav'n ſpare his life ! 
But ſend him, honeſt Job! thy wife. 34 


(t) Tranſlation of all the Palme. 

) Canticles and Eccleſiaſtes. 

m) Paraphraſe of the Canticles of Moſes and Deborah, c. 
(n) The Lamentations. 

(o) The whole book of Job, a poem, in folio. 

Kick him on the breech, not knight him on the ſhoulder, 


MISCELLANIES. 
A CONTEMPLATION . 


ON NIGHT. 


Warrurz amid the gloom of Night I tray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 

Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe 
Of an all-wiſe, all-pow'rful Providence. 

When the gay ſun firſt breaksthe ſhades of Night, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 6 
Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 

And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 

The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow; 10 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies, 

But when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all Nature mourns : 

The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 15 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt ; 

No diſtant landſcapes draw our curious eyes, 

Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies: 

Yet ſtill ev'n now while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' Almighty hand; 20 
Millions of ſtars in heav'n's wide vault appear, 

And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
Ando'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes; 

Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 25 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 
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Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend 
Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 39 
But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can at his word bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th' all- pow'rful word ſhall hear. 

When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 35 
To other lands a riſing day he lends: 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 

The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe; 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow foil. 40 
While we in Sleep's embraces waſte the night, 

The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light; 

And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 

With us again the roſy Morning wakes : 

In lazy fleep the night rolls ſwift away, 45 
And neither elime laments his abſent ray. 

When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 

No more ſhall Night's alternate reign be known 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 

But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 40 
Oh! may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy. 

The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God! for ever ſhine the ſame. 54 
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A THOUGHT 


ON ETERNITY, 


La the foundations of the world were lad, 

Ere kindling light th” Almighty word obey'd, 
Thou wert; and when the ſubterraneous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 

From angry heav'n when the keen lightning flies; 5 
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, 
Thou ſtill ſhalt be; ill as thou wert before, 

And know no change, when time ſhall be no more, 
O endlefs thought! divine Eternity! 

Th' immortal ſoul ſhares but a part of thee; 10 
For thou wert preſent when our life began, 

When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man. 

Ah! what is life ? with ills encompaſs'd round; 
Amidſt our hopes Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound. 
To- day the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 15 
To-morrow death deſtroys his airy ſchemes, 

Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd ? 

Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind ; 
Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd hearfe, 
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe. 20 
Should certain Fate th' impending blow delay, 

Thy mirth will ficken, and thy bloom decay; 

Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 

No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
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Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 25 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man? 

The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream: 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 
To lanch from earth into eternity: 30 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. 32 


EPITAPH 


OF BY WORDS. 


Hr lies a round woman, who thought mighty odd 
Ev'ry word ſhe cer heard in this church about God: 
To convince her of God the good Dean didendeavour, 
But ſtill in her heart ſhe held Nature more clever, 
Tho' he talk'd much of virtue, her head always run 5 
Upon ſomething or other ſhe found hetter fun: 

For the dame, by her ſkill in affairs aſtronomical, 
Imagin'd, to live in the clouds was but comical. 

In this world ſhe deſpis'd ev'ry ſoul ſhe met here, 
And now ſhe's in th' other, ſhe thinks it but queer. 10 


MY OWN EPITAPH. 


Lirr is a jeſt, and all things ſhow it; 


I thought fo once, but now I know it. 
Volume 17, J 8 
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